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lUS 



TO 



HER GRACE 

THE DUCHESS OF LEINSTER- 

M^ it plane your Grace. 

At a period when the moral and 
inteUectual energies fji our Countiy have attained a degne 
of devadmi unexamined in our hiatofy, it may wdl appear 
{HresunqpCuous in an humble individual^ to hmg his feeble 
tribute to the shrinoi which genius has coosecnted to die 
literature of his country; but his oftring» like the homage 
of the heart, boireTer unaAedi may not be unaooqpted; 
andy if the iqpprdbation of one^ whose d^jnity of niind 
reflects lustre on her station, ooidd disarm crteipism of its 
viruknoe, he mig^ repose with confidence in your Grace's 
protection. 

Distinguished by the possession of eveiy accom* 
plishmenty and by the ezerdse of every virtue, which can 
adcnrn or dignify the female diaracter, your Grace is reva^d 

> still more by your adopted countrymen, for that qpiril of 

benevolence and condescension, which has endeared you to 
the hearts of all around you. By the peculiar exercise of 

^ the domestic vrtues, you have uj^eld the feme of the 



J 



national character; you have given to the resident Kobility 
of our land a bright example for imitation; and have con- 
ferred additional lender on the illustrious ndn||^ of 



Ldnster— -a name long ^tishrined in the eulogy of out 
hearts. Under this impression, I have dared to place 
the first offspring of my fancy beneath the shelter of your 
Grace's name, convinced that such defence will guard it as 
well from the rage of criticism, as the coldness of neglect. 

I cannot have the vanity to suppose that this 
work should pass altogether uncensured; yet I trust that I 
may claim some indulgence from liaving finished it, ere I 
had attained the age of twenty. Its defects, I am sensible, 
are numerous, and its merits few ; but I appeal to the natt-^ 
onal gallantry of my countrymen, for the protection of the 
Arab maid; and I rely with confidence on the support of 
her own sex, ambitious to follow the example of your 
Grace. 

That your Grace may long continue in the 
enjoyment of every blessing, and the exercise of every 
virtue, is the dearest hope of 

Your Grace's most obliged, 

and very humble Servant, 
The Author. 
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Harp of ihe East!— that hangs In Iran's^ hall. 

Descend, and let me wake thy soothing tone; 

Let thy wild chords the memory recal 
Of other times, alas! for ever flown. 
Let thy soft nwnbers mingle with the stream 

That on my startled ear its murmur flings. 

Whilst rays of glory issue from the beam 

That sheds its radiance on thy golden strings. 

Wake harp of Iran! wake from sorrow's tranoe, 
'Mid warril^ winds I view thine airy form. 

Where fiery meteors to the red-beam glance. 
Bright as the sun-shine 'mid the summef stormv 



1 The true origiiMil name of the Empire of Persia. 






Wild— as the winds that whistle on thy shore. 
Soft — as the breeze that murmurs through the grove. 

Let thy lovM chords the mingling measures pour 
Of War's stern language — and the notes of Love! 



Though weak and tuneless be the youthful hand 

That o*er thy mystic mazes dares to stray. 

Still Envy shall not rear her deathful brand. 
Since Beauty smiles upon the humble lay. 

Then wake, sweet Harp ! — whilst o*er my pensive mind 

. ■ ■ ■ . . 

Fast pleasures steal in fitful change along. 
Oh! that my trembling hand one spark may find 
Of that bright fire which warm'd thine earlier Song! 



4r%^x%v^ -v^*.^^ 
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O'er Oman'tf set' jmd ite lip/elj Idn 

Softly the light of Eve oreposes. 
Its waters sparklhi^ m the smiles 

That eT'ning^s ^eautedus orb discloi9es« 
No breezes curl the blue sea-wave 

Though many a dimple swells its bosomj 
Soft as the teardew'd sighs that lave 

The sweet Nyetanthes* lonely blossom. 
That flings upon the evening anr 
Its treasured hoard df ^meetness there* 
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Calm is the hour as that pure ray 
That gilds the radiant close of day^ 
When on ijthe boaora <)f the West 
The summer sunbeam sinks to rest ; 



No sound is heard o*er sea or plain 

Save the wild lapwing^ mouf nful cry 

Flitting along the cloudless sky 
Or perch'd on somi lone ruiu'd 'fmc^ i^ ■'.'. , 
The palm trees on the Inlets* aide; •: / 

So still the air*i-<u:e motionless, , . . 
Save when the breezes softly gKde . • / ^ 
In murmurs o'er the slumbering tide, 

£lse«frrali is solemn loneliness; 
The Nightingale liaa left the rose 

Ta weep all night her absent mate» 
And beauteously het leaves disclose 

The sorrows of h^r lonely state*^ 



•;jv k > 



1 In aHttsbn to the beiutifUl Peftlan fthU of ths KijhUngalc 
be!n^ eiuujioured with ths Rose. ^ 
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The first glanfce of tK* rising^ xaoon . r 

Scarce dawn'd upon yen mountain's side 
When from the walls o£ Gomfaouroon^ 



• «,■.' 
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A bark flew*o'er the evening tide;. 



' A 



Atad swifl and light that shallop flew 

Though scarce a zephyr fann'd the air, 

•■•• -►-... J •■•• • j'.'.i 

As if the secret thoughts it knew 
Of him, who sat all lonely there, 

.... » • - , ^ I '. •. • ' • ■ . ' ' I J 

<xazing upon the blue sea-wave 
'Ihat bears his bark to yonder Isle, 

Which lies like some lone Warrior's grave 
Mid tears that bloom, and beams that smile. 

And beaut90tt&4s:l^ emerald\geB» , / 



• . ■ > 



That flames ixt Pejrsia's diadem> . ,j , . ,,^ ; c, ^ ,. 
Is the' Islet to whosjp eolden shore ^ • 

That warrior poifits \m lifted oar. . . ., , , . 
The breeze il^tt f^ its jasmine .bowe^'ti j;. 
Is perfum'd with the sweetest flowers 

2 A City OD the PersiaD side of th« Gulf, 
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That bloom beneath the fiastern sky. 
Its grovea of palin md amber vjnest 
Its plahitain trees like golden shriiiLea 

Pelight the heart and charqi thb ejpe^ 

. » 
Its beauties and its uses tao 
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Full well the Arob waniors knew. 
And late whei^ from the Persian shore 

They fl^d their conquering foes befor^ , 

• • " ■ ■.•• . .■-•'■, 
To this lone Isle their Chieftain came 

Sipming with indignation— shame; 

And with him all the sole reinains 



■ « I - - . 



» .» V 



Of those, w|io c^ Cadessia's plains 
Escaped the Fersikto^^enge^W i^ 

: r • 

And here, where scarce ii zephyr bdfe 
The warshouts fym, the instant shotfe, 

The tempest (hftt he^iad tfhen^ rdar'd, 
ITiey like the rofckl that round them grov 
Bade stem defianpe to tl^e fbe« 



* 
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Bu( who is he — whose eagfiV; gl))nie« 
Is fix'd upon the blue-expaBse ;, 

Of Oman's sea arounfcifhim flomngi; 
Watching each sparl^ of itsi ^de 
As rippling 'gainst his sh^i^p's side 

And in the silver nioonbeam glowing^ 
'Tis TADMO]trf<^ader of tibe; band 

That from Cadf^ssin's Moody land 
Ai|d the swaet groves of Sfux^ascandt 
With swords of fire and hearts of iame 
To meet; iheii^ Arali^ foemtn ctm^ 



... ^ 



And now ujioii the Grem Soa/«ttw4 
In Valor's might aecurely ttiiad 
Resolv'd to guard their ivitiveiaiid^ 

Now see him o'er the sparUing tide 
With fearless h^art his shallop ^lide^ 
Like some lone bird tl^4 4V<un afar 



t. 
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Hies o'er the Iftke of Ai^l Nahr/^ 
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Nor jstops his ifeiiry wiiigs to rest 
Upon its dark and gelid breast; 
So Tadmor's'imrk flew -ligktly o*er 
The waters, to that Isilet ^hore, - 
And as it mov*d— -the ffashmg spray 
Shone in the moonshiners silver ray, ^ 
As if each beam of ' light from Heaven 
Back to its native^ orb ivas giv^rt 

*Twas silent all— ^o' sound Was heard 
As o'er the Weeiilit WBire it flew. 

Save the light breMe^that scarcely stirred 



)i 



The palm «M»'Itefes b^njm'^ with dew, I ^ 
And roving those bright: waters 6*<^ ' i^- 

Wafted that shilloj^ to €he*^ord#- .. 

The Islet shore was stem tod steep, 
By granite clifi^ and crags surrounded. 

Where oft the eagle lov'd fo sleep,— 

t ■•■ . ■ . . . '■ ■ 
But ne'er did human footsteps trace 
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Thaini^eg of that lonely |4fte^, i> ' ' '(V 

Nor o'er those rocks hath seagbat bomided^^ 
Yet see — frow oat hi& little boat ) : 



r-»»- 
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With active :spring the wartidr leanK?!,' 
And light as TemeaVmountikjB g^; ■:'-: 

Climbs fearless^ up the rocky, stetp^*-'.. 
Now to the narrow causeway eHnging-.;*' ; . /.. 

That beetles o*er the main below. 
Now o*er the deepmouth*d cavern springing 

And climbing up its rugged brow; 
'Till many a toil and danger past 

f ^ * 

He gains the topmost cliff at last. 



. , r ♦ ■ .. 
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Where high projecting o'er the flood 



• * - ■ . .•■..,_.■ , ■ ; . 



A solitary watchtower stood. ^ . 



But see yon casemarrf ri^ywapd sjrtifigl -' 
And wha is die*— who3C raven hair - 

Dark as tke heron's glofify Wing - * ^ ^ ^' 
Is dancing in the moonlight there? — 



•■-,1 ♦ ^1 
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'Tis stem Bel .fiakpr^s benuteoui^ dau^tef'^ 
Vi^t^^nagiJrie sHiFttT mi)#ithe«xi8 fling 

Their radiance >dn the tretxibliQg waUdr« 
Yes^— -dau^lher of tfait Arab Ghfef 

Whose cnwt jguiie and Tengefbl bate : 
t'ill'd IranV luippy iand «itk griefi 

And left |t ^orit ind desolate. 

. • • . I . . • 
Oh! 'twas not thus beloved maid! 



I • 



With beating heart and tearful eye^ 

• -■-—---.. ^ ■■ - 
Thou'st sat in thy ownoiative sbade 

** • , 

Gazing upon the moonlight sky. 

And never did the nightbeam shine 
Upoa . toelier fonn tlW Uu-e 

And never did the night breeze bear 
To Heav'n, n pqo^ spirit -ffc F^y'iV 
When at each daybeana'f sadd'ning doge . 
Shc^ wept o'er all-^thef ^oamumber'd woel^ 
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fter Father's dark and cruel hand 






Had heapM on Iran's hapless l9nd« 
For her soul's spirit pure and bright, 



• I 



Full many a weary, anxious night, 
(When Tyranny securely slept,) 

In dreary solitude hath wept, 

« . • . • . • ■ I • ■ ■ ■ 

Wept o'er the scene of desolation 
Which shrouded that, once happy Nation. 



// 



Four moons have brightehM Oman's waTQ 
Of many an Arab corse the grave. 
Since from the Pei^ians* bloody shord^ 
Bel Hazor's dastard band ftewo'er 

* • • • 

The waters to this loniely Isle; 
But *mid the direfiil scene ©r daughter, 
Forgot their Chieftam's beauteous Daughter, 
Who in HaH^ozia'si sacred disle 
Had ofier'i up her prayers the wlule; 



/ • 
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And when the Tartar warriors rushed 



Full on their foe, with conquesrt flushM, 

When carnage darkened ev'ry street/ 

■•.,.,.' . - - . --It,... 

And Tadmor's sword flew forth to mee? 



».. '. 
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< A-' ' 
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The breast of him, whose hlood^ alone 



'. r 



Could for his Country's wrongs atone; 



'...-. '. 



When ev'ry mosque and minaret 

Wai^ stain'd with human blood,— he met-« 



I # 
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(Oh! oot.tbs. dtivu; An^ QM 

For farther off with fufY ^?i 
Dauntless Ij? wagf 4 U^eflual stj?ife| , . . 

But one iir whom, t^ej*npj^ ^ r, , . , ., 
Had nearly sto^i^^h^>^J^^ ^^ 

Bel HazQr'jB beauteous chil^I'-^ . e 

Low on hdi: if^m tjelfere ^ slHrma , , , . , ^ , 

Brightimageofafi^r^divin?. .,. ,, , . 
She knelt and^nrai'd ^th eyes iipturn'd^^ , . . 

■ .■ . . J w 1 . - ■ ■ .^ . . .'i ' . 

Whose ev'ry glance was ^k and wild, 
Wild Its the fl;ames that rowd her burnM. 



•• p> . «. . 
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Down &U the 'WawripK'iS swor4— Wji wc 
Hiat lighten'd wi^I^ the battlers fire« 
And flaik'41us soi^Vcqiisunimff.icelf 
Bereav'd of ev'iy wilder glapce. 



.1 
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In d^tblike 8tilla^89— mute su^nse^^ 
Hung ^tjesq^Ungly on, her, whose rngjat . 
Pf heartfelt {uagfli^h^ ck0|^ }iiteHse» 
Told that anud^ thai oinuHtpB dir^ 
That scene of havqt^ dark and djreart 
She liT'4ff<-^''^^igh d^aA had4urkfd aanear. 

RabM by the youthful Warrior's arm. 

Who soothed and hush'd each wfld alann^ 

• » . .• . ■ . . > 

The Maid^ her senses soon recovers} 

• 

With beating heart, and sigh suppre8s^d#^ " 
She gazes round her/ and discovers 

Oh! not her own Icfr'd Father's brealt. 
On whidi idle oft was wont to r$atf 
But Tadmor's yellow I'artar V88tt«i» 
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That rebel Chief— Wliose bldodrtalA'd hriai^ 
Was rear'd to free his nativf^ land '" * 

From foreign f(jes,'-*^whoSe irith'ring'<7» '" • ' ' 
She thought could With the Tiger's rifei^ *• '■' 
The very mention of whose nknie ■^<''''-* •' - - 
H^ caused such terrors <3frough hci^- tAtti^' 
As chUrd the lifeblood m her bi^eaist, • x: ;i >> 

And flung upoii her sleepless' resfr - - '• * 



. . « - * - 
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Such visions of aftright, such gleaiAs ' 

As haunt th6 Woe struck m(mrnei?s dt^Aiii 

Ey'n he — ^that ruthless Chieftain, now 

• *•■•'.. 

'■■; . -1. •.,'.■■ If • w ,. . 

Is gazing on h^r fainting brow, 

, it. .:. ::. . •' • ■ ♦! ■ ■ '. •■. 1 :. ; 
His ardent eyebeam's with'ring glance. 



X 
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(With'ring indeed to Iran's foe,) 
His breath — ^the breath of pestilence, 
Is breathing round her, death and wocf*— 



r". 
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The thought was ihadnea*,— -with it-came 
Feelings of teftfor and of sJ^iij '-■ ' 
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But when she lobk'd and saw the eft 
Fresh with the light of n^ercy beaniisg, 

And heard t^^^ft, the peqsive sk^ht, ^ , 
Quic)c froip^^ hi$^ !]^a|il|r bosom streaiqii^ ; 

Oh! hush'd waa then each turbid fear. 
And withered ev'ry darker thought^ 

While hopes to feeling ever dear. 

Their consolation quickly brought} 

n 

Ev*n he, — that Chief— whose eye so late 

Glanc'd lil^ the eagle's o|ti the dove, . 
Shewing ]ns bosom's secret hate. 

Is now all tenderpess and lov^, 
And borne ob his supporting sanxif 

Far from the ^ladd'ning strife of pim, 
Far, far from all but love's alarm. 

The Arab maMen toeathes again. 
Again she breathes the peaceful air 

0{ her own 8#eet fidacit bow^, 



■ I. 
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>? m^zp^f-^^^y* 



And feels her maidens' tender care 



Soothis^ iMsr fem m tl^at dark bone.. 



I » * k 



The strife it 0*iMMlfe ^brftb's 

Is waving'!li^6^'nt6rningVt>it^{^^^ 
The strife is o'er^^^^d morKii^a'siiute 
Is glaaciiiff'<»)P^tIli^4r's' baric; 



iJt.. j.'^'iM,:..j^ ^ ' .' .-• •■ f 



I4{^tiDg ^6 ChfdT' td yoii^i' Idtd 

And Tadmor fr(mt1^««n$ (i^'|)»igh{^^^ 
Where Fit7 shed^ lieif'iltf^'feara; 

ReUres to see hiis cap^Te I^tightert 
To sootne ner nopes aa calm ner fear9% 

«^ Oh! fearth^i|iQ^\»e^yc4.^^^ ./: ^ 
In accwts soft t^ Wiq% flftid^ ,f ., /, 



»' « 



L»..».:.- * ■!..;i i -» ■■'. 
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^ The heart thi^tlMf^ i|f|^^X|[^^^ 



*\ 



^.« 



^^ JSTe'^r harl)our'd anght of ill toward:^ thee. 









<^ Hi^ MiiP^ wifdl sptrtt 18 fit riest, / 
«' Siiiee scr^r his iiative laBJ ii fim^ 

" Thy Sire is iedr-ay— fleet aft*, 

*< This kndltls fbotsteps ue^ef ahdl Maisi 
^* And now ^ tiibam from flreedomS "stir 



t. • .'■■.. . rr 
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<* ShaU shine o^er tranVfand'againi 
To yonder lidFe iliy S&6 b'flie^ 



- < 1 -■ r .. ' . • ..' 



'* There let him now in tafeiEy staj^ 
*' Nor ever cuire again to ipte^ 



:* • 



His wairflags »m,smfpj.X^J'( -. . , - , ,, , , r 



•♦ For thee, j^ W#i^ Wm ^M^.-c.-xtL 
- ShaUi^tb«,to,M,loy^^>Ide^^,,,^ . 

«' And when tte.^d,Fjkte,sjM58. - . .,,... 
« Thy tend«^^, J^jjfljjuPdifl&.*fl^^^ .^,.- 

** When 8afe^«Ufei» hfe.*^*viw «^^ :. ii 

•* And far from ,|iJ6l^1|^«,|(it^^^8kraiM|g 



' •:; ■ . t i 



•< TeQ hiin,-<]^,aiqs«kiff:lf»^i%'siL}igi»r^ ^ 
**^ A captire, in » Tartir*s powV, 



^ HA^iP OF A^ABY. 
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'' Wken conquest lifaf^^Iy might have wrought , | , 
^^ The vengQance that his I^osom sought^ :^. .. 

*^ Tell him, — that that same Tartar hand . . 

• I- , . 

*< That swqpt his. Arabs. frQ^l.thi9^ |w 
** Protected thee, — ^nfiy more-^-tk^t tho' 
The Daughtei: of his .fellest foe, . 

» 

Tell him that Tadmor's heart adores thee— ^, , 
Forgive me maidl-r-I meant not so,-r- 
" Tell him — ^he loves ihee, yet restofts thee!—" 



€t 
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it 
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He cea^d — and fidra ii2I am^'cf ^^ 

In spe^blels t^c^nder stobd, and gat^d 

On the yout^' 'duef, ' whose manly fbrnk * 

Might well % maiden^i bosom Wabfi \' ' '^' ' 

But ojbt ! ^ibe^ tendtit^oi^^^ hung^ ^ ^ 

Half uttered iota 1m%cdt'riitg toi%ue» " -'^ ' 



r I 
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Those breatfeitigs of '« soul 'Siiic^re • -^ » ^n*\ 
That sink so deep mto Vitlmi%f'^ <'^ ^t-* a * 
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And hallow'd by th* empassion'd t9^ 

To life it3 purest joys impart^ o. 

E'en now like sunbright glories bun^ 

On Sara's heart,— as when at first 



• « * 



We waken from some dreary dreamt 
And wakemng view the morning beam 

In gorgeous splendor shine before us. 

And feel his radiance Hashing o'er us! 

True was the Chieflain to his word. 
And ere the gpl^n orb of day 

O'er Oman's sunny waters pour'd" 
The radiance of his parting ray, 

A bark with costliest^ skill prepared, 
Stood ready to convey the maid. 

And in it her own Arab guard^ 

All in their native arms arxay'd, 

ft 

** Farewell," — ^said Tadmor as he prest 
Her hand unto his throbbing breast, 



• s • 



d,^ • . 



^ UAXB OF ARABV^ 

^ Farewell and may (k/ fawom. aeMi' 

^ Confess the pMgs that tortuye minef 
^< Bat oh! maf peiace ttid joy for evet 



tfi 



Id sacred quiet itiga^iu tktxie; 



^^ Farewell! — ^aa tos^tr here ittttaiil^ 

<' Farewell dear iiaidf--^we1l meet agam!^* 

The bark's unmoored— the sail ia ligjbt. 
The pennon's dancing in the breeze» 
And Tadmor fhmi the isedlieach sees 
fiiis Sara wafted from Ms i$|gfct.-^ 
His Sara? — yes, Kis^own, his only, 
Like the one starheam^ bright and lonely^ 
That guides the midmght wanderer o'er 
The waters, to his own tov'd shore^ 
Yes! — ^Love hia flowery wrcath has twia'd 
In splendor round h^ youthful mind: 
Yes! ail subdui&g Love, that rears 
His throne of bfiss, on ftmles and tearSi 
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His chain around her heart haa Awigy 
And Sara beautiful and young 
Loves and is beloved l---ob! |ke Uiai 



Of Saints, were cold compared to thiS} 
While listening to hia aad faisenaeUi ^ 
How deepljr did her bosom s»«Il! v - 

How wildly heajred her tbrobbiiig faroaak! 

How IroniM t^ie teardrop in her eyp! . 
While thcHighta that would not be repranM 

Came rushu^ on her memory. 
H&ply she ne'er again might tee 

The eye tiiat look'd so idghtly thWi 
Haply she ne'er aguA m^t be 

Near him, the best belov'd i^ vun^i^^ 

4. m ' • 

Now landed on that verdant Kle, ^ 

Again she sees her own lov'd Sire» 

• « 

But ah! how languid was the smile 

That play'd upon her lip the while, 

How pale the cheek-^how sunk the fire 



* • ■• 



^ 
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That sparkle^ in those once, bright eyes. 



I 



While deeply heavM convul&iTe sighs 

In quick succesi^ob frpm her breastt '.■'.. x . 

Now tell how !iU her heart's at mt 

^ Oh! my lov'd chadi^'^BelHaior nird^- 

'^ Nature ne'er fom'd thy. gentle heart; ^ 
^' For waifare ru4ef*-^^is silent shade }' • ' 

^^ Where' peacefiil sweets their joys.impart 
^* Must shelter th€iiB,**^and heri thine ear ^ 
•* Nor sound of foe xa war ishall hear^~ 
<* Her^ in this lone Tow^ thou- Ahalt stay 
<^ While vengeance'Ii^its -me on my way . 
^^ To war again, — ^ii Persia's gem . ' 



i r I 



. r- ^ - 



» ^ 



c< 



a* ■ • 

o ^ iademi- 



^^ Soon as my faithful friei^ds send o'er 

• .• • ■ 
'• Fresh succours from Arabia's shore, 

^' I'll forth again, — again* I'll try, 

% Whetl»er this Chief of Tartar^, 



• * 



.-. i 
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** This rebel Chirf wUI daife «g«dn 

* 

*« To merf liife otf * tli^ b^ 



J- • % f 






But vain the thotfght,«;— oior silent shade ,, 



Nor aught^h^ peaiceful scenes impart^ 
Can calm the bosom of the Maid» 



•i; -, . if 



. ■ ■ • ? • • ' . ■ 4 



Or tranquillize her beating he^ , _ , „ r r - 
Here in her lonely Bow^r slje. ats^^ .^.., ., . ,„ .,, 

Andgaze^^on tliej»poi»^^pa^ .n.. e.viff 

And sighing as th? nightly fl^^^ ,^^^,., ^^j. . ^:, ., 

In silence o'er the watery way. , , 

X^ike it, how happy! could she wing 

Her joyftif course o*cr eatth and nesi^- '" "^ 

O'er Ocean^s bosom wand&ringr ** 

With heart as light, imid idn 
One thought alone h^ ^ul ^piosseyi^ 

And foni!^ d(ils' (*e pri»% thai thouglit, 
And from her ininost bosoiii Uesses 



". > ••».•■ 



♦ 5 



■»• ■* ■* . 
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f^ 
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The fe9m, iWifhn^ ide* Brouglit 



«^. »^ .J \,<4 Ca* ^»'*-- ..... ^. J 
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Wvle weeping o V her owir vad woh 
One cheering thought rtiQ-bu^Taot vm^ 
And floated on her soul's dark stream ; 

That He for wHom each teaif waa she^ 
Whose image formed her nightly dreani^ 

|Ii9 banners bi%ht in Freedbi|i'8 beam; 

. » *" • • ' - * •' • 
That after sc^nei Or hattot dire, 

Where war had^iragf d *itfe 'V6ng6^^^ 
'Mid bloodshed diee^' uii^m^s^cr^' ^ - 
He liv*d-^tho* not aw^ for hCTi^ 



* • . . • 



* ^ J 



r>» r-» . • : V *■,■:.■ 



This th(mght dlpue jbifrj^ff^^^ 
When ev'ry other hope J^d.fledi 
And on hertcjakeerksia ^^unlifar idv4 



A ray of hop^ 4^* iai*t jit lwam-4;. - -' 
But hist!-n^.iCas€^?nt^^BiviFa^^ 
And see where ^e •^oa^erakylorm ' 



In Heav' nN[| imA^ iMilis^ 



3he sits, — ^the listening night to charm 



,-. **• 



. « t ■ 



k. 4 
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And now her snowy httid she f&ttp 
Aeron her nlver lute, ttd ^Stm the tSuap.- 



Briglit a$ the moonbeam 
On the wave dandnji^ 
Love! with thy soft train 

Come to my bower; 
Sweet as the wild dream 
Borrowed from Fancy, 

Which thro' my sad brian 
Darted its power; 
Beaming with plewure. 
Open thy treasure. 
To thee all the hopes of my heart I |^ve o'er. 
Oh! may no dark wile , 
Lurk m thy sweet smile. 
Clouding the beams of ikiX %ht. 1 adoTj^l 






Swe^ was the slumber 

Sorroiv beguiling, , . .' , . ^ 

Which with^such witchery 

Stole on mj heart; 
Joys without number, 

Still to my fond eye - 
Pleasures impart ; 



•» •» 



Visldfl bf rapture ! 

FbrmM but to capture ' 

*• . 

Bosoms that long iii affliction Have wept ; 

« • ... 

Ofi! may thy sweet "spell 
Still to toy heart tell 
Love has not wand(^*d— it oinly has slept^ 



On Sdrii^s lipkthe words Ixad died, 
Yet echo o'er the Islumb'rmg tide 
In melting cadence sofi and i^eet, 
Did still tKe thnUmg sounds repeat.^ 
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*Tis hush'd — what sigh now. stnJpes hef %ax?. 

m 

It surely came frorcu some one near ;— 

Sb^ look'd 4nd scaiTc^ely dana to breathy 
While gazing, on the rock beneath,^ 

. & * ■ • . 

Where shrouded in his mantle's fold 
A stranger stQod> — ^in silence stood^ 
Like the lone spirit of the flood ^ r 

His egret wing and star of gold 

Proclaim him of the Periian race, /, 
Wildly his dark blue eye he roll'd 

And fix'd ia now on !Sara*s face ; 
That eye — ^that. glance~there was but one, 
Such piercing glance conld darr to own ; 
To her sad eye thete'wap dne only 
Who thus could .look sp bright and lonely} 
Oh! it isJ^^-s^Jier hfeartVadorfer, V .."' 

Tadmor himself thsit stands befcwce hfer! • 



SQt: SIAID OF ARABY» 



BreathieflBr ^ mute astonisbiritfit. 
The Maid her eye an T^kdmot^^ieHt, 
** nris he'^-i^-she wfltrf^ eried, and tfut^ 
The diamond zone that round her clung 
At Taduror^s feet,*— ^* Oh t if thou be 
♦* The Chief tlat lately set me free 
** From death, nay trorse from slaveiy, 
" Oh! speak, m godlBfie mercy speaks 
*^ Ere my lost heart in mac^eiesi^ bredc.^- 



" Yes, Sara! he whp staij^ h^w vmr^ 

" Withachiwg:b!?ajtwdp^^ 

** Is he, who, I»<iply fr^ni the diore - 

" Of Persia^ sent thee' «ifej^Ver# 



, J 



' < Safe ta <^ jbthw^s. 6)8li*tmg stua, '..■■■ 
" And for from W^Si-r4tbm Jutteflnianagf 
" But need 1 1^ ihe gmof that dwelb 
" la TadmorV Jbeart,— 'the pangs he felt, 



• • 



4t 



4€ 
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When from hit htg^tmgf adisng tyt, ^ 

** He saw thcie wafted far a^!?ay^ 
With none to soothe the bursting sigh^ 



** None to watch o*er him as he lay 
^^ Hearst in the death of memory/' 



•♦ ^. 



** Too well I Imotrilie MQ^y , : r 

** ftom those we l(yf»i«-Mmt w4**e w hoF 



* * 



1 ■ ) 



• I 



/ ' M 



■ r •■ • 



^^ Unaided didst <3mw iljun 13^^ 

^' Of this rude edmnenoi^ lAMik htjom 

^* Terrific on tlie flood lM(KiB dowhj 

^* Ne'er trod by mortal foot 'till now?— ^ 

'* Or didst thow' not i>yTadmor« fesr. 

** The deadly fde t£at wuts diee lure? 

'* My Sire tiioa kiiow'st-!-good Heav'n!. bat wby 
'* Spaiklet such fiirj? in : tWnfe oye?— . ^ . 



S2 MAID or ABABY. 

** He fiileepfi jsecure nor thinks of -thee/ .. 
" Here thou art «tfe to Love and ine.*^-^ 



" Sara, my best belovM! I fear 



•' ■ ■ .' 



*« • I ' \ ' m ^4 



" Nor foe, nor aiight of danger here ; 
*^ *Twas Love, — Love at this silent hour. 



*' f . 






" That led. to^ti^ thy fitorfyfldwi*;.'y:^-T ':() - 
** AndUess'dnf'l^e9Crt,Jmiidi^f?^:fi^^ 

«* With sight of lhe& fe^fi** 4 di#- - ' - - ^ - -"^^^ * 

« Here diilkMseaiv this *octyn)^^i^^^^^ * 

" For-evferwittit&yitiy^liciadfl .' 

" The Vultuiic«1ibv?Kiig"dffthefr:rWa;^, ^ 

** May itoop and fatt^ oictheir preyj^*: ?.;::^ \C • 

*^ They cannot mjttfe ^TadniaR•th^ : :* * ' . \.T ' 

« Or call his s^it-Tiorae'^j^i»p \-j i? -i v' ' 

'^ Yet SarafTOth my'idjtingrJbifeath,'"' '"•/•' 

'* Yet Sara! iaithe.'pangsvofiiiiiBathv ':'.: f '■:■■. ' 

" rit tbirik of iQlee,-?***rf tHee for ever, • ' ,> ! ' 



" 'Till lieart and soul «(i^jall.«hill sevw."^. 
1 



«\.* 



:vfiCn>' OP ^AiiiBt; ^ 



He aSfc^iS, and in'liis dark blue ey^y " 
A feverish fire* you inight descry, . 

Which spoke hk^ulpose fix'd and^h* 
Vainly thei Maided. stroVe. to cfdiil '^. - 

His throbbiiig Jlireast^ His'faeEurt \» theer^ 
Valhly^i^^ pMr'd the sootMiig i)dfe 

Of Love,' upon his fevfer'd ear, * 
He heard it not-^h£i hiart.waa cold^ 

Its light; itdlife>^^<M 
Tliat form:he AouldittdtaioVe*befioldt " 

That eyerie ne^fer should MHbet agam. 






Wild and im|iaaaM)nM waa hia.glanoo: 
As fix'd upon the trembling Maidj 

AVho from a chilling, detth-like.tr^OQ 
RQUsing- her ardent Spirit said^ ; 

** Tadmor ff^rewelH' we here must part, 
'' As %kQ? Bksl .we »«•« had me^j 



.* 



.> 
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<^ Soodie, dewtftf floothe ^y angul^k'd kwk ■ 
^* We'll ineet».«&d <^! be hap^ yM« 

•' And tho^ tipott my i^heerljs^. night 
*' No ray of Hope or Joy shall fbuie, 

^' Yet dreamt «f faded, lost de%lKk 

<' ShaD rouiA ix9»^d»ieib^(^^ 
<< And cheer the fntber'd haut thofa&te 
'' Hath left M lom ^4 ^olate.-^ f 



^^ But oh! the^t ^m^bfi^t iiiid4ear,; 

'' DeepmiiyfliQCiONi^'d'liawt 't^ ; 

^ Like moonbeams in the maipac's cell ; 
'' Aqd tho' alaa! like tlmi, ithaaif 

■ . m- ■ 

^^ Despair and madoessr on its wm^^ - 
** Yet oh! so deiwrfy do I prwd 
♦* The. light, from whcsriee mich fbeBhgt fis^; 
♦• That I would ftmdTy kug the chatft 



4< 



That phrenzy t¥fin'itai*iaid my br^rf, 



, .• , » ■ I. . . • .'^ * - , - » - •■» 
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'* And from the very deptk of minem^ . 
^ fling o'er my brain side lieart again 
** A gleam of nqpture,— -no, of madiest!^' 



Hours there are to memoty dea»^ . 

Than the hopcss of future blissy • 
Thoughts there ^re to madness: vearer 

Than the maniap's wikiemflss'; 
Tho^ those hours tie led for ereat^ 
^, And the hopes that made thett deart 
Still the thoughts of madness never 

Leave the bniifiV'daK^ mansmi Wtl 



A death-like stilhAQSr^tault anq^teiist 
Succeeded to the prnga intense 

That wrung eaeh Iffrtlx^ heart ese-wl)ile; 
A loneliness of thought^ so dreads . ^-! 
As if each kindred soul had fled* 



* P r 



To meet and bade in Heaven^s mjl^} 



M\. 
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Still sl^pt %he moon on Oman's wave. 
Still shonQ the softeyed star of Even, 

And many a i^rkling gleam it .gave 
Fresh from the azure vault of Heaven. 



• '•••*• •• 



Sudden a yell of desperate sound • 
Burst on the awful stillness round,;. ' ^^^ 

And issuing from -the postern gat^ 
A troop of Arab Wanriora straight . , .• » 

On Tadmor ruslCd,— and atJth^ir.head . i.. 
With faujQhi(^niglitJ;'nng in bis hand, ^ ,. - . 

Bel Hazor cameirr74;hat A^b.dread : . , . ., 

With amj ^(Jflft ,w ^^: J?^*^^ hrafn d, j ; j , . j;^ 
Flew at young Tadmor's yellow breast, 

And clove thtregrtt 'oa^'S' (^sS^'"* • ^''^ -''•'•'^•' • 

His warblade quick tHe Wti-nor'*e#; ' ■ ^^^'-^-y- • •' 

His rawnietroiii tos'^la^-ffimg/'-"- -^^ 



And rushing on tlie ' iir&b cre<r,'"''-> ""^ ""^"i mo: L 
Broke thro' the line thai round him clung. ** ' ^ * 



.* „•* 
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But vain the havoe 'of kA& -sword. 
Fresh hordes of Arabs tQ^toA hii^ ^ifr'dl^ 
And gathen&ig -ia dread arraft 
With horrid sfaottf s ^roloiig the Iraj^ 
One dreadful rush lite Tartar made 

Full at Bel Httzdr's turtiuiM br^ 
But all in v^ fais ftithliM bhide 
Lies brdceh bift the Irod^ belbWi 
And bleeding, low on earth he lies, 
jr§ Freedom's cause a sacrifice,-—^ 

Wild was the la\]^ of joy tliat broke 

From stem Bel Hazior as he spoke; 

*^ Where are thy Tartar warriors n6w? 

•* Where is the wreath that decked tiiy brow^ 

'' Thou lead^f of a r^bei band, 

'< That dared to raise thy hostile brand 

" Against thy Rrince im lawtess strifi* 

<' But now thy dark, rebellidas life 

* • • 

In misery prolonged shall qnd; 



re 
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" Hence to a (liingeon bearhim straigh^i. - 
'* With ca»^efUl 'gkill his body tend, '■ 

" I would not losathe Vengeance ifate ' 
'* So kind hatk\giVenj-^)intill\I bend - -• 
•* His haughty fj^irit to. iriy will,.: •..: h,i:=i.vi'. ..*-> 



** i ' . • f -*■ 



" And force t;l>9t danug rebel* utiD.' ! 



} J 



" Trembling to crdudb beaeatb my swordy ' 
" And own me {(fx his ; lafwful Lord.; 'r--. . 



. ( 



,1, 



** Never " — ^th'' undaunted Warrior cried, 

♦ ■ *■ • 

While rash'd the red stream from his side? 
** Never shall iTadmor's towering soul .: 
" Bend unto such, dishonor foul, • 



# 



f -. 



J • ' . « 



" Nor shall his freebom spirit yield ' 
*• 1/) thee^.or any Arab Isl^ye, , 
" While earth or se^ .affords : a gjcaye j 

" Come meei me on the .battle, field, I 



• • 



• - # f I 



;-ii 



. > 



'■; i." 






" 'Mid shoutis. oC Death and Vipfcntyji, , . ;; < . . ; 
" Then see will X^dpopr dare to fly,. ^ .- f; _ V 
*^ Thou hoary slave .of Arabj! • * ; 



f * •«<»#■ 
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** Sooner the waves that lash this sKorc^ ^ 
" On Georgia's sunny edasfs shalL roar, ; 
" Or o'er Circassians mountailis tdll, ' * 

*' Than fea^p6s^8s a Tartar's '80ul.'-> 
*« Oh! that-ihad'OofeiJiithfiii^ear'- " 
'* To pierce thy coward bo^om herej - 
^* E'en now tho* desolate I ^tiwttd, * - ■ 
** With fainting brow and broken liraiid/ 
*< Thy slaves around me,'9^nd the chill 
** Of Death 'congealmg^ ev'ry vein, 
" And withering my arid* Imdn, 
" Yet in the very pangs of death,^ 



** Ere fate has snatched' my parting^breath, 

* 

*' I tell thee— I defy thee still."— ^ " 

* 

» 

** Off with the traitor *^-^hd a troop 
Of hardy Arabs quickly stoop, - ^ 

And raise the Chief, whose hand alone - 
Now grasps his^Sara!s diamond zone. 



•5 
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*• 4pP morning dawns oil Oman's'sev'- -'■ * ^•- ' * 
*• Thou shalt'ftwfty- to Arabyi - - •••' - - 
•' There sotoe-nw £Mtlrful*ieii«i' di»eWrei^'-i^ ' 



" Or wee^aad- wl4(-thy absent .aidw«»A^'' \'»' ' , 



Oh! deadlier than the parching blast 









That from the dark Simoom hath pas^j. 
And nipp'd the l?ud of Aut^ump's do^'r, 

. A J .. • • W 



|«.^ 1. W' /> ^-V M»''*'-««-'*'* ••aJ—*! Vrf>M*'-w ' **W ^ *^ 



Was that hope-with*ring pang that cast 






Its baleful influence in that hour 






On Sara*s heart, and all but gave 






Her spirit to an early. grave ! 






She did not weep-— she did not 5igl^ . , 
The* shone the teardrop in her.eye 
It did not fall, — ^but frozen there. 



» » 



^' J .. . *-vi'*«' ^ < »- * 



Told, sadly told her soul's despair. 
A quick pulsation at her heart , 



k ■♦ 



Was all that could to. sight impairt 

'» . ' * ■ • ' 

,4-''.-.». ••- 

That yet she liv*d, — she liv'd, but oh! 
That life was worse than death, — Hwas wo#. 
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Bel Hazor's to his chamber gone, * 

And Sara's in her Bower alone ; 

While Tadmor's to a dungeon borne. 

Whence haply he shall ne'er return 

Alive again; — ^Oh! hapless Night! 

Thou smiled'st too brightly on the sights 

Thou should'st have quench'd thy silver ray. 

And flung thy starry Orbs away ; 

Thou should'st have look*d with tearful eyes, 

And giv'n 1o earth thy deepest sighs 

Fresh from yon canopy above. 

On this sad wreck of jLiberty and Love ! 



I 
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The moon has sUnk^^-^-^datrk lowbUi^^doudf '. 
Are roUit^ 'O^CT the arch of Heaven, 

And sable darkness now enshrouds * 
Each orb that late wa| brightly ghren. 

Oh! who that saw that lovely night 
The splendoi" at that beauteous moon. 

Could think its dawn of radiance bright 
Would set so sadly and so soon?— 

Dark rolls the wave of Oman's Sea 
And wildly on the rock-beach dashes, 

While bursts of thunder rapidly ' i- ' '.■: 

Succeed the lightning's vivid flashes, 

G 
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Wild and convulsive was the roar 

Of each contending element. 
The r9«k?\i|^lirfe |6l6t s^iw ^. : 



.> *^> 



J ^ . . . 
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By lightning's vivid bolts were rent ; 
Whose livid flashes far and wide . 
In sheeted gleams terrific shone,. 

Now g\B9bm^:0^^t the y^tfning tide^ - 

Now quiy^rtng:iHit thei;d«rW>lBe rtpiw :f f 
That lay along thp Igl^t' side. . 

The flowrets that W Iqflfely smil'd 

Ill blooming fieshness Q'er the plain. 

Of all their/ragriprt swi^ets despoil'dt ... 

Are withel^'ditr-ne'er t^ Uoom ng^in. - , 
Thus fade the bcq^ that lingering twine 

Around the heart in youth's bright hour. 
They live but m the Summer's shine. 

And wither in the Wint^'s slitfwarr 



• r* 



Thus fell the glorious hopes that led . . . 
The Tartar Chief to Sara's Bower, . 

That lur'd him for awhile — then fled. 
And left him in the Arab's power, . . 

The moming*8 dawn hod seen him leaj 
His l^artar W^-rriors jto |;he jfield, 

**■■'••• ■;»* - "-• . ".•..-...■.•." ^ 

Had seen him mount his battle s(eed« . . 

And wave aloft his »able s]iield $ 
Now lone, ani^ dark^ and sad he lies^ 

Within a dungeon's gloomy cell. 
Far from his gallant Warriors' eyes. 

And far from her he lov'd too well. 
Yet no, not far— she still is near. 

Too near alas! to him and Love, 
In loneliness she pours the tear 

Of sorrow, in her Bower above. 



There sits the Maid— and silent weeps. 
While safe her cruel Father .sleeps j 



-<*• 
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If slecj^ that restless slumber be 
That closes up the guilty eye. 

Whilst o'er Hhe waste of inemory» 

« 

Park visions in succession flj; 
t^isions of horror and affiright, 

That haunt him thro^ the livelong night 

■_ • , 

Telling his hardened bosom then, 

4 

It never can know peace again. 
Oh! sooner shall the noonday light 
Burst thro* the awful gloom of night 

And chase each darkening cloud away, 
Than e'er the guilty heart shall know 
A respite from its dream of woe, 

But feel it still by night and day. 

But there is ope whose youthful breast 

Hath never felt one guilty pang. 
O'er whom the downy wings of rest 

In sweet, oblivious slumber hang. 



^ 



Mxm 'of Aftii-!^. '^ 



^ 



One who had oft in happier days, 

« 

When fortune smird, and Heav'n apprpv'd^ 
Bask*d in the light o( Glory's, blaze^ 

Beloving all, by all belovM* 
Yet now upon a dimgecAi^ floor 
Imprisoned— H^hain'd) he sleeps securet 

And calm and tranquil too, as e'e^ 
In brighter hours he slept before, 

With bosom as detwd of fewv 
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But hark! his dungeon gate's unbarr'd^ 

What light now flashes on the walls 

^ 

And now the Sentinel on guard ^ 

The watchword from some stranger calls. 
*Tis givfn^ — ^and all agsun is mute, 

No sound is heard— the guard is gone. 
Still the light echo of his foot 

Resounds ^P^K the Kteps of stpne^ 
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The Stranger ent{erft-«aia4 » cWi. 

Ihrk ^ilm?^ hsaigs on all arquii4» 
He stops a m«i|eftfc W^tgWid jJtiljl, 

Then lays his lamp* U|K«i tb^ fi^om^i 

Ai]td having gently jGJla8?4^^ '^^^ 
Returns, awl^f^^mtJie^QP^ . 

Where sleqiii^ lay th? icaptive Cfcifif^-v 
Wrapped in his njWrtJie's .flspplp fold. 

With ti»rban*d brwr, aad 9WW of £Ql4f 
^e stoqd, a^d gaz'd with anxious eye 
On the young Chief, who slumber'd nigli. 
With heart th^t ne'er betray'd a sigh. 
To shew he felt pr fear or grief. 

Some blisful vision bltujit^ jtiis dre^. 
He $iwil€!s>^T?^pd qIclI that tiq^mquil ^le 

Might rob e'en pleasure ^ ks beam. 
And sorrow of its eai:e .bc^U^. . 
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And still h6 ^eam^ ind die^ta^ of bliitm 
Of pleasures fled'^-of liopM to 6«tt«> 
Oh! if ther6 U this side the toftb 
A ^of oh 6«reh, *ei8 thi»~^ti« thi8( 
"Wheii ill tike drenn to slonlber giveii» : 

We view tKe j^ottiud joys of HebTcn! 
One dear lov'd thought still haunts his xnind^ 
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One object in his heart enshrin'd ; 
One precious gem preserved with care 

When ev'ry other hope had goae^ 
Xt lies like some lov'd relic there. 

Adored hy dil^Ut ieistk by ntM^^ 
^* Sara, my b*8t b^bv'd! I s6# 
" The stars ftte isMtiirig bright for thee, ' 
" Come dearei^t,^ haste and ^W»e to toe '*«- 
*Twas thus thfe sleepmg Warrior sigKM 

The thoughts that filPd his laVring btKMt, 
Then sudden flung his chain aside. 
And started from his blfeifiil Vest 



>. 
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With hagg^ard look and wofld'ring eye§ - , p 

He gaz'd a^pwd Uim with ijuiyrise, ' > 

•Till the dafk strahg?): mdt his view, > 

" Who art tho^?;~spe9k, hpW:C|Hn*stthou here?. 
<^ Think'st thou tl^at Tadmor's soul caii fear» 
" Base cowaid^ve he feats th<ee Wt? ** 



.'.. ft 
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Then as remembrance flash'd anew^ 



• • I • 



And reason o*er his mem'ry flew, 






He cried again — " here on this spot 

•* Tho* chainM, unarm'd, I still defy 

» ■- . * • 

•' Thee, and thy slaves of Araby ! " 



I . A 



The Stranger paus'd-r*and,gim-d around 
On the damp floer, tJiQ Chief below,. 
Then flung Jijua mantle on the ground, 

And dash*d the turban from his brow, 
" Hist Love! '^/^ /**— ^nd Sara stood . 
Before him, bright in sorrow's mood. 
Bright as the dawn of morning's beam^ 
The vision of his bHssful dreamy 



• •■*-# • 




And to hi^ {(^deu'd ^bt sli^ s^em'd 
Like some t>r^ht Siei^ph from aboy9» 

Whose eye, tho' dim with sozTOw^bewit'd 
On hini tibte inff^dmmi ^ Low. 

^^ Oh ! hast thou come this dreary night» 

^* Thy Tadmor's breaking heart to chterj 
^ Wretched, too wretched from thy V^t^ 
" And happy only when thou'ft OiBar? 
^^ Yet think not thou wert absent fyf 

^* From thy Ipv'd Tadmor's aching tj^, 
•* No Sara! 'mid the i^e of war—' 

^* Of grief, thpu 9till wert ever vig^j 
*^ Still to this throbbing bosom de^r 
*^ Tho* fate hath left me lonely herej 
^* Deep in this heart thine image li^ 
^* Far from the view of human eyes, 
^* Far from the chilling blast of fate 

** It reigns where all is desolate. 

TI 
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/ 

•* And I have dream'd — oh! such a clream» 
" So exquisitely s^eet, it did but seeirt 
" Like th^ half stolen glimpses giv'ii 
" To Saints, upon. the verge of Heav'H, 

** But it is past, for ever past, 

* ■ '. 

" 'Twas too— too iblissful long to last/^ — ^ 
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" Nay Tadmbr cease, in pity cease, 

" I come to give thy bosom peace ; 
" To banish all thy "Glory's stains 

" And fr^e^fhfee from tlie galling chains 
" With which a cruel pareftt'^s power 
** Hath bou\id thee in unguarded! hoiir^ 
*^ I come to render back to thee 
" The gijft them lately gav'st to me, 
" I coma to give thee Liberty I*^ — 

'^^ What, Liberty! — ^no it is o'er, 

** I ne'er shall know, that blessing more; 
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** No, never shall the sunny glow * '^ ' ' ' :. 
** Of freedwti shine upon my brow, -^ ** 



>> 
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** Too well thy Father's soul I know, * "• ^ 
** Thou d6st but inoek me with the'vtfn 



)t 



** Vain hopes I ne'er shall feel again.'* ' 

** Behold" — she cried, and stooping low 

Unlock'd the cKain that hung below, 

** Thou'rt free,— now hasten— haste away^ 

** Already see the dawn of day '* 

*' Is glimmering thro* yon casement gr^y. 

^* Here, place thfc turban on thy brow, 

*• This mantle round thee,— njuickyr^nd now ^ 

•* Here take this ring of bloody hue, 

♦* 'Twill give thee passage safe and true 

" Through all the guards that thou shalt meet 

" From this unto the Castle gate y 

" Once there, thou'rt safe, then boldly leap* 

" Down from that high and roeky steep, 
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<< Which tHott 86 hie i& evil hour 

<^ Didtt climb 1» y&kk my londly boiwrf 

<' There safely moofA thy btfk (Hill li< 

^ ^Twill bear thee swift acsross the 
*' Far from Bel Hasor's cmel eyes, 

9 And far — alas! too far from m^. 

<< Oh! Tadmor^ canst thou daiibt me fitiU^k-«» 

^^ No^ by the cold^ the freezing chiU. 
** TTiat falls upon my withered hearty 

^* I swear, we must for ever part. 

* ' . - ■ 

<< Drear was the lonely hour I spent 
<< While muttng on my soul's intent^ 
^* On memory's waste I gaz'd in vain^ 
** No ray of hope did there remain) 
*^ The visions whieh my fancy wild 
'' Had conjur'd tliere no longer smil'd} 
" My heart was still,-^n6 longer there 
^* Beat the wild pulse unjiam'd by 6are, 
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^* A dreary" desert miw it ^eenu^ 

<^ Where desolitioir's sidL^un^ dreutt 



«-<■ 



» '«»• 



^< In woful mockery cf ^ the past, 

** Alone th^'dtftdlyinfttieMe cottr 

<« Thus l(me ififlfcd dmit in the t^ \ft^^^ 



*< On &te'fl dark bflfowsntddhfr hurled; 
^^ Without a nbarbeam shixnng o'er me 

m 

** To shew the gulf dtat lay before me$ 
^ The hopes for which aloue, I fain 
** Would wish to lire, no more renn&; 



" My hopes, my joys, my prospects fled, 
^ My bosom cold, my feefin^ dead9«*«» 

<• Yet Tadmor in that dreary hwir 
*^ One dariing thought its day-beam ii%ed» 

^* To free thee from my Fatiier's power, 
** And libenite thy guiltless head 

•* I^rom slavery's soul-ddiasii^ chain; 

V Scarce had It flash'd upM my^ brain> 
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" When starting ft^m my sleepless bed 

♦^ With noiseless step I quickly fled 

•• In silence down the corridor, 

" And reached my Father's chamber door^^ 

•• Where cabn and tranquilly he slept;--'; 

•* In breathless eagerness I <jrept . , ■ \ .,<;; ♦ 

^* Close to his sidcj-rand fearless toOi 
*• This signet from his finger drew^ 
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" And from the belt that round him clung 
** Loosen'd fliia key to which it hung j 
** Then from- the guard that near him lay 
" In slumbers wrapt, I snatch'd away 
** This lamp tha^ brightly burned . before hinaj 
^^ Thia tucban^and this mantle o'er 1^, 
" Then hastily my way I ^ook, - -: 
•* Scarce daring e'en to breathe or look, 
** Descended tb the hall below, 

•* There plao'd the turban ott xAybrow, . 
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«' This mantle round me quickly threw, 
" Then down the narrow passage flew 
" That led me to thy dungeon door, 
** The guards I met the signet knew 
** And gave me entrance safe and sure; 
** Thou know*st the rest— now haste away, 
*^ And in thy place I here will stay, 
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And weep and pray for thee each hour, 
'Till far beyond my Father^s power 
Thou'st reachM thy native shore again, 
Then dearei^t, best belov'd of men ! 



Haply thou'lt shed a tear for me 
" When far, far distant we shall be!'*—* 

In wonder mute the Warrior stood^ 
While sorrow's tears in briny flood 
Ran down young Sara's pallid face, 
And hung on every dunpled grace 
Like raui-drops on the Almond flower 
When water'd by the Summer showerr 
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'* What! " cuad the noble hew:ted Chief, 
«« What Saw! jihall I haselj fly 

^^ And leave tb^ her^ dwolv'd m gdelp 
" Beneath thj FatJser's '^ima to 4ie? 

<« Oh! think'iit thpu I would loeai^F ^^^^^ 
^* My life at; the ^jypenjie of thine? 

^* No, sooner shaU the welcame grave 
<< Its arms f^r ever round J»e twine* 
<• No, sooner will I perish liere 
<< Than ev^r cause one mguish^d 4^ 
*' To dim the lustm of that eye j^-^ 
^* No Sara! — ^rather let me die, 

9 

'* Than basely cast upon jny naixie 

^* Such foul dishonor, and such shame. 
<* Or think'st thou that thy haughty Sire 

^* Would fail to pour upon thy head« 

" The meed of vengeance and of ire 

« He feels towards me— ^if now I fled?^-* 
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" No Tadmor,-mtho' eryrag'd Wth t\m 

" Still is be gentle:* — Wnd tp m^; 

" Thou know'st hiip ngt-^tbo' MvQSi Ml4 wld 



(( 



To others, — y^% b^ hye^ bis cbUdr 



-* And would not fliftg ^ CUfse'Oft mt 
" To be the Lord pjf ^artb aud §W- 
** Then for thy Sarft ^§§: nO n<ffOjf 
•• But haste, and fly figm h^nCQ W9XQ 
" He waken, else thy i^te is o*wj 
*^ For sure as e*er the orb ^f dfJT 



cc 



C( 



That now flings fprtb Hi orleut »^y 
Goes to hip ey'ning gittve at flight, 



, ..*. 



" So sure thoult never feel itiligbj 
** To-morrow dawij upon thy sight, 
*^ If here a moment more tJiou »t«y; 
*' Now haste, iij^ pity' haste ^wayi 
** Much mqr^ I could, bntd^r^ wt tell, 



€4 



Already see, the v^oramgmy^ 



** One kiss npw dearest,-— ►and-^Fjjrewell! 'V 



6£ MAID OF AKABY. 



Cold and unfeeling were {he heart 

To which that Maid's impassioned )vM^ 
Could fail a transport to impart> 

■ 

A dawn of that enraptured blissf 

To some few happy mortals giv'n, 

As foretaste of the joys of HeavV* 
He felt it all — a burning thrill 

Of rapture,' quelPd the icy chill 

That desolation lately spread 

On his despairing heart, and shed 

Its baleful influence in that hour, 

When Love, unwarm'd by feeling's power 

Grew cold beneath its chilling shower. 
Now rapture darted from his eye. 
Now pleasure thrilled in ev'ry sigh j 
And like the semblance of the past 
That lingering hangs on memory's waste, 
Sweet hope that late so faintly beam'd 

Now pictured joys that brighter seero'd 
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» 

Than ^'er before to bis fond eye, , 
Since first he heard his Sara's sight ' 

While gazing on the blushing Maidi 

In accents wild, — ^he wildly said— 

'' No, blasted be that glorious light 

*' For ever in the gloom of night, 

*^ AniL sunk the Ufe-pulse of my heart. 
If Tadmor ever from thee part j 
In joy, or ^jorrow, still to cheer thef , 

** In life and death, for ever near thee ; 

** And if it be my doom to die, 

^^ Death will be sweet, if thou art nigh; 

** Or if it be my fate to live, . 

*• 'Tis thou alone that life canst give; 

f* For oh! there^s in thy lucid eye 

<* Such melting love,-- such bliss about thee, 
*^ That 'twould be happier far to die, 
" To die at once— thuu live without thee! 
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«* But hark! what W)U11'4 ^a^ th«?^Sg5iin— » 

" It issues from t5ife h&li ^^, ^ 

*' It seems the clashing uoise of men 

\ 

** Contending th0re,^ir-najr, fear not Lcve! 

*< Here thou art sa^e from all alarms^ 

'■■•.''• ' ^ » . . ■ 

^ Safe in thy own lov'd Tadmor^s armsr^^ 

*^ Oh! TadittW, ^ibfo^'the* I Ifeair, 

« Hist!-^'tis myP^&i^ 'vtiitfe I fcfeifj ■ ' 

** He comesrlb\irrteit)nith^e ^dlliei - '• 

,• .. . 

" The full meed of fes cruelty ; 
" He comes-T-our Breaking liearts to ^ever, 
*' Now we must part—and p^rt for everr^^-r 
Scarce uttered were these fleallthful words, 

When th^ wild t^proar \<^fl5er grew, 
And shrieks of inen, and plash of swords. 

With Wat-Shouts *6m the Arab ^rew^ 
An4 pries of " Victc^-y'' from sbme 

JlejounM thro' each tfi!U»*a dbm. 



I 

?Twas dreadihl sure — ^the fainting maid 
Her head oh iPadmor's shoulder Uid) 
In all the anguish of despah", 
Stiffl h^t last hope was centered there; 
A senseless statue th^te she seem'd. 
In whos0 Jfixed eye no glances beam*^. 
No ardent glow — ^no throb of feeling 
its life-pulse o*er her features ^tealingt 

The "Warrior paus'd— with an^doua eye 
Gaz'd on the maiden silentl;^^ 
Then lingering stood tlie sounds to liett 
That fell upon his fever'd ear, 
*Till as the gathering tumiflt grew 
Near and mote near, tfle ^hoitts hc'kncw 
Of his own giUant Tf^ar men. 
Like Lions in the Tiger's den, 
jMadd^n'd, and raging for their j^rey, 
^ Swseeping each AiHb 'slave a^^ay, 
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Hunting each dungeon furiously 

To find their gallant Chieftain out. 
While *mid each cry of " Victory " 

•* Tadmor "--still '' Tadmor''— was their shQ^t, 



He heard the cry,—- and suddenly 
Led by his watch4amp*s glimm'ring lights 

A troop of Tartars furiously 
Burst forward on his wond'ring sight;—- 

" Oh! my brave Chief! ''-^the foremost cried* 

« 

" Dost thou then live?-r-then all is won, 
" Behold thy Warriors by thy side, 

^^ Come once again and Jead us on y 
" By Heav'n! we swev we vvill not wst 
** Our swords but in c|n Awb's.bre^st, 

* • * 

" Nor cease while of that cursed nw^ 
** On Iran's land remains a trace* . 

** And in liis den of treachery, 

... J 

•* Ev*n here their dastard. Chief shall die^ 
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« Now take my Prince, this sword and shieldi 
** Well dost thou know those arms to wield j 
" Bel Hazor lives — 'till he is gone 
*• Our glorious task is half undone! " 

*^ Yes, my brave fri^ds! " the Chief replied^ 

** Again 1*11 combat by thy side, 

** To crush this Arab in his den, 

** And wave our freeborn flag again ■- 

<< O'er hill and dale, and Isle and 8ea;-^ 

" Now follow Warriors, follow me 
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To death, or felse to -Victor^.*'' 



So said the Chief, and forward sprung, 
*Till Sara on his shoulder dung, 
"Oh! Tadinor, spate Iny Sire," she said> 
" Have pity on his aged head, 
** He did not mean to injure thee; 

** He did not touch thy precioitt life, 
" If not for him; at least for me * 

*' Oh ! spare him in this deathful strife, 
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t* ^^' thy owxt JSara on her kp^e 

^< Eaqh* di^y# each Uoux', will pray fQr thee*'* 

^* No Sara! — now thou pray'st in vain, 

^* Now I ^m Glory's slave again; 

^* Nay, hold me not,-^hy Heat'a I swear 

^< I will not now one Arab spcurei 

^^ Nor leave within Ihis cursed tow6r 

<( Qne slave to teU the noouday hour, 

«^ Off with thy band^-^tfay prayers are vfiin, 

*^ Now vengeance I am thine again/*-^ 

Then springing fdtward, backward flung 

The fainting Maid who rpund him elung^ 

And as h^ vanished from her eye 

^* Vengeance and Iran*' — was his cry. 

The Tartars foUow'd with their Chief 

ynmindful of the maiden's grief. 

And rushing up the steps of stone 

There left th$ J'Lrah mai4**-*fdonet 
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Alone she lay— lone ev'n in thought^ - 
Like the lost wretch to madness brought; 
Her hopes were o'er— her joys were gone^ 

Nor found her aching memory one, 
One sunny spot to rest upon. 

'Twas a wild waste— 'Where Heaven's beam 

Had ceas'd to shed one living gleam, ' 

A sunless desert -^Ibhe and bare. 

Nor sense, nor feeling, linger M there; 

Where ev'n the light that reason gave 

Was quench'd in desolation's grave; 

And Love, and Hope, and Fancy's bloom 

Were withered on the mental tomb.^— 

Oh ! that a heart so pure, so light. 

Should ever feel such chilling blight. 

That heart which beat to fancy's thrill. 

So wild, so exquisite, is still ; 

Cold as the icedrop that congeals 

The withered flow'r on which it i^tealf. .'. :^ 

K 
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Yet mid this wi*te|i of Hope' and lovfe^ 

Still rag'd thd deatbfitl atri^ tboire, 

Tlie clasli (rf: jTO'ondfy— and Minting cry^ 
Of wretches just before they, diej 

Mingled with shouts of ** Victory,*'. 
And cries foir mercy too frouf some. 

Resound through ev'ry hall ax(d doipe^ 

The Arab Chieftain 'mi4 the friy, . 
Still kept his Tartar fo^s.at bay,* 



• * 



'Till Tadmor through the straggling crew 
Kush*d forward on his wondering view, 

Then sunk the i^rit— sunk the eyo 

That lately gtar'd so furioii^Iy, 

And backward shrinking from the tiglU< . 

Would fain escape his foe by fliglrt. 

But tain thethoaght— the Tartar flieR 

With fuyy raging In his jeyes, 

On the dark Chief, who boldly turning 

W^le vengeanqe^-iifehais AftMmifs bumifagw . 
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Strikes at the Tarti^r Cloef a blow • :{ . r[A 
That dash'd the turhw frqinhi^ brdw; r« ^ 

He st^gger'd back * Bdpment, ^ben 



Bush'd on Bel Hazbr fierce: a^n^ 
Aud never'd with his tPii$ty bostnd : 
The broadsword in the A^b's Sunid. 
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One stru^le and his fate is o'er, 
Prostrate he lies upon the floor. 
And Tadmor standing o'er him, cries 
While vengeance lightens in Jiis eyes^ 
♦* Now, Arab, now thy doom is come, 
^* Now thou shall hasten to the tomb, 
** Which late thou didst prepare for me, 
^* Thus reap the fruits of treachery.--*' 
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Now Arab! pnwe fty j^wefe^irue, 

_ » * 

Or else the Jtru^^ thou shatl* nie^ 

Firm is his heart, and bdd his ^hww, : -' ~ -• - ^• 

And strong the arnsl that gnksps 4h^e viim* ' ■'- 
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I 

Already had the Chieftain flung 
The golden belt ' that rbiMid him duUg, - -' -*^'^ 
Already was the sW^rd uj)raii'd ' • - --' -i 

While mute around the Waniort gaz?d»/ ?. . .' w 
A moment more, Bel Hazor's life .»:-.■ .?; 
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Young Sara darted in, and fell 

■ ' ■ . , '. ^. ■•• 

At Tadmor's feet, — ^t'here pale she lay 

In the low state of life's decay, 
As if her Spirit's self had fled; 
" Oh! spare my Sire" — 'twas all she said, 

• » * * * 

And clinging to the Warrior's knee 
In all the' excess ojf agony, 
Fix'd on his eye her ghastly stare, 
To see if mercy lingered there ! 
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Had paid the forfeit of .the strife^ ' 

When with a w^d,.heartpierci^g shriek j[ 

Deep, desperate, 33. frdm maniacs break, . 

When fancy plaqes in their cell . . 

The form o£ onci belov'd too well, ; :, . -^ ^ y. 



%. -^ • 



S rf 



n 



A 



.... A 



», i 



" •• 



MAID oiF ABABY. 73 



Oh! not a mottient conld he brook 
That suppliant's agonizing' look, 
But Raising up the fainting Maid 
*• Sara, thy Father lives'^— he said,— 
*• The battle's won— Vengeance is o*ef/— 
" He lives— thdugh Jtcstice inay deploi^e 
" ^nd mourn the^ booh that Mehjy -gives, 
« Yet Sara; fitf thy toke he liv^s.— - - : • 
'• Oh! if his stubborn heail; this hour • ' 



** Be open to sfflffecition's power, " 

*• He'll feieF how' vain 'tis to withstand '-' \ 

*• The prowess of the Patriot hand, 

^^ That's nos'd to guard his native land. 

*• For in that deed each tender tie 

•* That binds the human heart doth lie, 

** Friends, homfe, and Country, all combih'd, 

** All formed to urge the noWe mind 

•* By ev-ry hope to Nature dear, 

^' Through life its sunbright coiirsfe to steer. 
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<< And Heav'n itself wild evp)r:si«ile, 
<* Benignant on the Patri()t's toil, 
" And dear to Aila'« self is l>e 
" That bleeds .aad4ies for JUiljerty.^^ 



: -\ 
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^^ Now Arab! thou -art. fpesjagiw^p 
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" Go, witih.tbj^ifewreiwuwjgaa^ . . i H 
*< Returtt'ti«*oj^ymatateJaBd,^ ^^.,^ . 

« There spead *te i*)tmiwit j^f thy d^jfn^ ,v a 

" Nor everrtlar^rtgsrin W jGVSft 
<< 'Gainst Iran's sqB9.4L:JtLQ8t|ktb;|^4ti 
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«« Barks tJi<jU;#Nt^w»? ^"bewtli^eQ'ef : ..,u „ 

** To Araby's«»^w^ugr.shw^^^ .^. ^ . t^ , 
*^ There bid rfebyJi«8ff ling ^fiicit cease,^. . 

*^ And cultivate ^the_^rjtspf peaces r. r. t - 
** Twice have I /Qonquejr'd thee in r^ti^Qt .. 

^* Tw^ haw I spr'd jtl^y fcwi^t life, 

^* But should'fiA tfrott Arabi evea* dare . . 

- ■ ■ - • 

f * To»^ tread our laiid -with ^stejps impur^ 
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*< Now by this bloodstaini'd awocd I swear^ 
« Thy life shall be the forfeiturel" — 

By overwhelming wrath overborne 
Answered the Chief—" thy threats I scorn^ 
** Soon will my Chiefs from Araby 
** Spread theh'^ed-flags o'er Oman's Sea, 
^ And drive thee boaster and thy men 
** Back to thy mountain holds again/^ 

** Unnurtured Arab! *'— fTadmor said 

** Here, kneel before this weeping maid, 
(*• Unworthy as thou art, to be 

" The Parent of such excellence,) 
'* Here turn and bend thy recreant knee^ 
** And thank thy fair deliverer, since 

** To her alone thou ow*st thy lifej 
** Oh! never more may lawless strifo 
** Disturb the quiet of that breast 
** Where Virtue^s bi-ightest feelings rest. 
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Then in a low heart-melting tone, 

** Oh! Sara, *th £or thee alone, 

<* For thee dear mistress of my heart, 

♦^ My bosom bleeds, — ^we now must part.-^ 

<* Far from thy Tadmor thou must be, 

^* AAd, he for ever lost to thee.'* 

He paus'd — ^heart-rending thoughts o'erbore 

His feelings,— and he could no more, 

But gazing mutely round on all. 

Turned — sigh'd — and left ^he Tower halL 

Some feelings haunt the mouldering heart, 
Though life itself is fast decaying; 

In joy, or grief, they never part, 

Still smiling bright, and still betraying. 

Oh ! is it this that Sara feels. 

Although her heart is madly breaking : 

■ V 

That o'er her now in silence steals, 
And calms her bosom*s deadly aching?. 



\ ■ 



Too sure some soerat hwi^'njy jwpr^r ^ .. . - ..^ 
Upholds her n9w-T<-wh^n Joye4s ^hadedi 

And soothes hier spirit in this hpur . 



When all her hopc^s i^f; bliss «r0 4ii4l9^' 
Xiove, hope, and ji^y aad £mcy'i||{^ow 



And hope is suriling through eath teai*. 
TThat falls for her unhappy LofvierJ 



The early blush of dawuiiig d^ 



..r ; 



...r 
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Quenok^ddnljiie ehiU tifideBolMifiu \ 
Still her young :he«rtthou^ifaiiit mA]A% 

Thriird to heri-feelkigsVagitsticmi' 

A Parent ssnred^ lihough dark,. sevcnreJM 

The pangs of filial Io?e are rov^l*^ i -^ ; ; t^r 



■ I 



* • ' / I 
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Had sq^u;^]^, :tk^' d ryon mountai;^ gireyi, , r 
When Tadmor's gallant Warricffs ^jiye :, . 



Their bounding \f3AM t^. Qmm%yff^l^r 

They saw their Chief tie night be&^ - rjf 

Steer his lig^ bark. fro9U {^ec^i^r'f sljfQi:^ }. _, 



;.'J! * 



f^ THOU 6F ' ' JlRiEBYV 
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And anxiously* all niglit they Stood 

Gaanng \fp6h* ttie Greeii Sea flood. 
But all in vain they watch, and stanrf, ' ' 
His bark rtfittftied hot to land. '* .' 

By various douteiS arid fears^-opji^est, f^ .' ' 

They could sMt ^m their thbughte to tbst. 
And e'efi l»efore the morning's smile 
Could guide them to 'this lonely Isle, . : 
They launch'd^ their boati on Omaii^s sea>' 
Resolved thw ^Uhmt Chief <tb free ; 
Before the dose of morning's hoiir^ 
If in the cruel' Arab's power*^ : 



Thus led by fate, they boldly breasC ^ f 

The roeTbS^^^TJath, with v^ wariiV - ^ ^ ' 

Whilst all alidtfle lii s^ty rest L ' - - -■ 
UnconsciblSi''6f th- ii^proaching storm» ... 

But what a a?!^, teniiSc «hodk ^ i f . • . 
Fell on cfaeh iieaartf as l<me they 'staijd^ '^ . . % 



r r^ 
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When low upon the naked rock . . . ^. - ^ 

They find their Chieftain's broken bi^nclL 

'Then desper^. w^ the horror cry . ., . 

That o'er the sea-beach wildly rung^. ,., . , •- 
*♦ We*U free our noble Chief, or die."-^ . 

And to th* ung^jEu:ded walk they^sp^uiigp^^ ^ r-^ 
And quickly gained tjiip ioner yard^^ ^^ ..,-,. r 

Where calmly i^l^pt tJbe Arab gufti^^ . 



^^1 ; J *^ , . ,• •„, ^ '^ Z-'. *,^ jf^^fc, ^ 



And rushing onward furiously 

Soon 86$ tlj^gaUwt Chieftain free, _ ^ 

The day wai' attiiost 4>enti'' befof e • '■ ^ '■■■''<' -- 
Had ceas*d that tumult's madd'mng rdai^" 
And now all's calm and still again; 

Bel Hazor and his Arab men 

• • • » •> 

Are waitmg tiu the mornmg s sprmg 

; .■:•?..;■ Jo :-;;'i ytovr! ?id4 
The promised Tartar boats shall bring,' 

To bear them over Oman's Sea, 

To the sweet shore of Araby- 



^ nka> OP ' arabyJ 



And Sara wrapt in wtidM^ deep 
Sits in lifer Idiidy bower to w^ep; 



• . . • ' 






While Tadmor still H^nik cares dppf-est -^^^ .' f 
l^n^ on a ibmh his Eifab^ to ifest; ' ^ 
But vain iiBe eft&rt to restrain ■ • " -• ' '" 
The ftt^i' dt his trdflbferfBi-iin f ''' ' ' ^'""' 
There images of Kbrrbi* d6itfe,' ' ' ^'•"^-"i' ^''■ 
Like spectres 'ilMiflgWif i*d tbxtib •;''-' ~y"->ii - 



I • 



Of some forgotten passenger, 



.'i • ' 



Whose bones lie 'darK and moum^nHg''tnere/^' '''*' * 

His guards are p^ing:roun4 the vails. , . .-. 
Watching; the moop^-beam as, it falls 
On the calm sea- wave beauteously ; ' 

;un;'; i '..,. '^ .. r;^-; ?.'{{;; v/Ci, hr/: 

While not a sigh from sea or shore 
Is breathing one dark n^urmm- oVr 
This lovely Isle of Oman's Sea, 






r> 



9^-^ni$---0i' Mt9^\ 



' r- 



":-.-■•■.; '. I.J - , < 
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On the Greeiv Se^^ave (be^ui)^ams He^ 



« • • 



AndfadlKiipt and bright eadh htem. 
l<ike the first tohre glance of the yeutliAilieyt: : ^ 

El^^^iil'iiby the.8kam^Qfc«(nrfow*afeimi» } / 
)nirlNNmteonisocIoud« tiketh^ I^ 9^^ g9^<^*</ 

That hang*a*8r the, Tales of £e}n«tQKi/.: -; r. : 
Their 8un4>r^gh*}foiinii^ the'ey.e:^^ ,;,/; \ 

As they fliMt ifi'^nn die IxiMren of SiH^AtU^i v:/- 
The young |;a2dIeSifit>ikiJfcheiniQafy^ 

Are bounding wUdr dimiJi''lJie'iftottntaiw') si4^,.^/ 
Or darting o'erth'. eman^\4 tJ^ads • .• ^ 

To cool thei);ie^ :in.£h6jSunmieje ti^; \ , ./ 
A\Tiile the morning fareezesi^bt.aiid ftepi j.;, • 

From the fto^r^ that Jhdoom ohlhe ba^ of Hjif»9 



■ . ; » 



Are wafting across the^ saiirBrig^. sea f 

The fragrant sweets from the Land of Myrrh.: 



' .. r •. -. ■• '7 ' , •. , 
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I Provinces of Persia, !2 Hir; & riyar in PersU* 3 SaU* 



82 MAID OF AKABY. 

The dlik Var^ouds that so lately^hui^V... 

Over Persia's land — ^are fled afar, 
And Peace her pinions wide has flung^ 

From the Caspian Sfea to Giltidahar.* • -- ' li • ) 
Oh!^ swe^t are the iounds ft morning^ailuiUbr /. 

Thaf fUJjto the ear in that IpYolyi Irndfji^^ jJai 
And siv^eek are the songs fr^on^achtl^j^.bOfir^V'^I 

Anft-pi^ciouiit/hi tihohghtis t^sejoondsicombitfllL. 

Soon as thb daf^m 'of 'morning^^. plaiiot;;:,/ fLd' jl:! j 

Has burst oft the lily'is gfoWen;Tflttf?0n^ -::;: -xkirx 
The Balbulieaves tfaertell poin^raoatie > 






To sing iftihis ^oint'wect rctsy bowecs*::.^. >ii; 
While tb^ beautiful Sultanas wing ^>/:i ::.... :/, 

Their airy edUtafe frobi treo to'trecf* . li :;]) .O 
Now from the tennarinds they spring :» x ; /i 

To beds of iswe^'ademone; 



*. . L . 



Where' the jasmine beauteoftsly eut^ini^s '• 
Its ^vreaths aroiltn4 th' acacia bow£rSi, - 






I A Province and City of Persia on the river HjV. 
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And there the<;4inalit& Bhineii 
All lovely ^th ita rosy flowehk 



Bright are the gems on t£e Green Sea sfaore^ 

• r . . . • 

And brilliant they shine in the morning's ray> 

When the Suiftlner sun-lieam V ifliining o'er: 

Its waters, ridl* in the l>la2^ of day^ 
And sweet are the fragmut eephyrs then 

That fan the air by land and seat ; /^ 

As they breathe^io'er. the vales of Sigistan^ . :>/ 

Their homjcb of sweets from Araby# 
■ Yet brighter fi^^'ate the sparkling eyes 

That shine in Persia's land of love, . ; j 



' ( 



And sweeter far are the balmy sighs : 

That waft their prayers to Heav*n.abpve« .. 

Their lovely tresses, dask and bright, 
Shine like the raven^s glpssy wing, 

Their guiltless hearts as free and light, 
And careless a > the rose of spring. 



» » 
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a A Prcvince and Cit^r of Persia OA the IIiodmeii4» 
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Oh! happy land! Tvkemnmtwd^Miiti! 
Entwines eacb hfiirtiin JMtHig .tl^p^ ; 
And all the links of happiness 

Unite in one that never dies. 



» . ■ 
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The morning beaim rose fair and sh^it 
On hill and vale, and wooded greeti \ 
And many a heart with hope elate, 
Superior to the frowns of fate. 
Ecstatic throbb'd with KvelJer thrill, 
A9 rose that bc^m on dale and hill f 
Yet there are hearts ev'n at that hour 
That Qjft confess^ 4ts inagic power, 



* ^ »« < 
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DiflPusing awwta^ tiie /meltoi bfoaif^ : .:\ .1 v 

Sighs softly through the Am'raititM^ 

That line yoa loftefy Jatet- a ride % 
And roving over bdb of roie|^ 
Where st91 tbelad^QmhigderW'rt^Misai^ 

Sweeps lightly o*w the summer tide. . . 
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And joyM its beauties to behqld; 
Yet now so motionless and cold. 
So shrouded in their souls' despair. 
They cannot find a pleasure there. 

Scarce dawn'd the morning beain, wh^v rose 
The Tartar Chieftain from repose, 
With hurried step and fever'd eye 
He pac'd the rock-path wistfully, 
And anxious gaz'd upon the Sea 

« 

And the white shores of Araby, 

To which his Sara soon must go 

And leaVe him hears*d in ceaseless woe. 

Oh! lasting grief, — ^when fate hath left 
The heart of ev*ry hope bereft, 
When on the waste of memory 
No verdant spot is seen to lie. 
No sunny beam the breast to cheer 
Or chase reflection's sadd'ning tear; 
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jU)rn as the flowei^ Uii4('b aitoi to wnvtf ! 
At nighty o'er somt fbrgottea gravel 

. A. * 

Btit bark! what vnl^ melodious lay 
N6w strikes vtpon his startled ear. 

In meteiiig «9^dad$i it. dies dinray 

Yet echo softly briiigs it near?—' 
Oh ! sfieh a strain> a^ oft at night 

Is waft;ed on the ^iknt air^ 
From some inhabitant of light 

Breathing it& heiavenly music there I 
Stich was the soul-entrancing strain 
Thatkfrom yon casement breath'd again; 
Awhile its lingering sounds- delay'd 
EnamourM of tlie calm they made, 
'Till all at once they ceas'd, and thei* 
A voice prolong'd the heav'nly strain ; 
In words that wild, yet sweetly rung, 
'Twas thus the Seraph mitistrei sung. 
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Sk^'^% 
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Thee had I neyer seW 

Or never parted. 
Then had I npver b^n 

Thus broken-hearte^i 
Time may obliterate^ 

Sorrowi may sevef. 

But the deep stroke of fate 
Lipgef. for ever. 



Still Love! I fain would be 
To thee the nearest. 

Never to part from thee 
Bravest and dearest! 

But the dark voice of fate 
Bids us to sever. 

Never again to meet, 
Never, Oh! never. 
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Far, far from thy bosom 

FJl shortly be borne, 
Like the Nilica's blossom 

In absence to mourn ; 
The heart that adores thee 

Is cold and for ever. 
The hope that restores thee* 

Withered for even " 



Oh ! Love, when some fond one 
With joy shall caress thee^j 

' ■ » • • 

Think, think of the lost one 

Whose spirit shall bless thee ; 
E'en still will she cherish 

Thine image for ever, 

*TiIl life itself perish 

Ever, oh! ever. 
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Farewell t o the minute 

Of bliss I've had of tliee> 
Though rapture was in it 

It smilM but to meek me; 
Farewell to thy fond heart) 

Farewell and for ever^ 
Yet will we meet— and ptet 

Never, oh! never. 



There is a spell in music's tone 
Congenial to itself alone. 
That twines its magic wreath around 
The heart that listens to its sound. 
When through the dreary waste of life 
We toil through sorrow, care, and strife, 
One sweep of heav'nly music's thrill 
Bids the wild storms of life be still, 
And calms with most enchanting skill 
The wayward passions at its will ; 
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For oh ! there's not m earthly pwu 
That is not sooth*4 by i»usic*s stwig^ 

And in each calmer brighter 3Qei^ 



ii : 



£re life's contentionfi int^rv^n^it. i 
When all beneath* around^ abovc^ . : 
Breathes the soft h«rmany of love^ : 
And joy is daadiig in «aeh beam 
That sparkles on the x^equer'd stxec&p^ 
Oh! then one thrill from music's lyre 
ladles new tranflpartt of desirej 
And raises the enraptured Spirit • .. 



To all the joys "^twould £iin inherit 



Such was the magic of that lay 

That stole on Tadraor's heart the while» 
Chasing each darker thought away, 

And brightening, (like the sunny ^mile 

■ * 

That Autumn sheds on mountain snow,) 
Sfis bosom's dreary waste of wof . 



HAW O^ ABAFT. 91 

Awhile he stodd» «n«v)rapt, mun'd, 
And on the casement fondly gaa'd* 
Xist'ning would she^t ma$t be she, 
Again renew her minstrelsy^ 
Happy to gain a glipipse of her^ 

His spirit's earthly worsWpper. 
But no^ she's gone-«^she could not dare 
To meet his hopeless eyebeam there. 
Enough— they itere for ever "parted. 
For ever wretched---brokenhearted. 
Then why renew since lost for ever 
Hopes that can blossom-*-never-*never P*-* 

'* It is the last — the last time e'er 

" That voice — that music I shall hear/^— -* 

'Twas a heart-rending thought,-— and he 

That loved so fond— so doatingly. 

Felt but too well the sickening blast 

That on hi$ aching heart it cast* 
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Awhile h^ stoad,— ^nd mournfully 
Gaz'd on the sea bird wild and free, 
!flitting across the suhbright sea 
!Far to the shores of Araby. 
And as he gazM with fevered eye 
Qi\ the calm wave and azure sky, 
H? felt there was a time, when he 

Wth care untroubl'd heart could view 
That summer Heav'n's delicious blue, 

]Sre love had dar*d to interpose, 
^hanging his joys to lasting woes. * 
{^^e could po more the thought abide. 
But turning from the peaceful tide 
Rush'd wildly down the rude rock side. 
Far, far from all his grieft to hide. 

But see, the blush of dawning day 
Js yielding to its brightejr ray j 
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And streams of ji^diauce still more hxighfli . . : 
Illume each vale .and mountw height* , 
The summer Heav'n's delightful hue 
Is pictured in the w^tepi hhie, .,...,., 
Whose waves amidthe, stillness roar 
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With ceaseless echo on tha shore; » i 



• •■■ ■ J- 



Whilst on its brei^st, the^ west-wii|d liea. 
And breathes its soft an^rosial sighs. 
Perfumed with sweets -from orange -flowers, . 
And frankincense from Sana's bowers ;— *- 
So still the air — the wild bird's shriek 
Too rudely seem'd the calm to break. 
As o'er the beach he lightly sped. 
And to the gale his pinions spread. 

'Twas all tranquillity aromyl 

And not a breath, and hot a Sound * 

Of warfare rude or toil severe 
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f ' 
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13isturb*d the sifent lis£*her*s ev# 



\ : . 
'.1 .. - ? f 
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The An^^ikfMki'nimii^m • '-' - '' ^ 

StiU with pei^lki%''ttr6tight8 (/^feslj ^- •" -' ' ^ 

WhUe from h^'iJ^^t(Mtf}Ji^'AM'''''' -'" 

All beauteous. ammtM^y^^,-''' * "'-"^^^^"^'^ '^ . 

Had started at tlie &awnTn|^'^h(Jtfr; 

And in her own dg^^^iHnb^^r^ 

Sat, gazing (M'ik^m^imiH^t^^ '''' - - '^^ 



f r , " • 
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How happy! hi^'^^jlt6y'^%^^^^^ -'^' 

When first from net BeTovea shore 

Her cruel Sir^ltad lirought'her ef , ^ "* ' ' " 

AM nutig upon her innocent heart 

Ltemal anguish, gnef, and sname. 
Stains, that throu^h^fefe^^ti^i^'ae^- ''^'^'' '^^ 

But still for ever brand his name. "* 

But see, afar! what flags M-e these . 

That gaily flutter in the breeze?— 

What barks that with such furious haste , . . , 

Are bounding o'er the watery waste. 
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Aad guidAd by the moKnk^t «mlf r..:'a i /• 
Steer full upon the Icmely isfeiVr*... :^ .*.; .. i V 



Not these the liaiks firoimPerp&lrshQte 






To bear the Arab Wamcrrti a^at»,- 






Which Tadntior bade shoaM teidf be ^ ' - 
To waft thetfl hrate i6' Aribjr} '' * 

Oh! no,— those blood-red flags fWeeft^^''^ 

That yet afar, are plaiiily seen, 
Waving like flowrets o'er a tomb; - 

Proclaim too well from whence they come. 

. . . -i . . . 
Ann, Tartars, arm,— -the foe is near. 
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Gird on the sword, and seize the spear, 
Now toss aloft your banners braye„ 
The foe is coming o'er the wave ; 

r 

Never hath fierce Arabia sent 

So terrible an armament. 

As now, with desperate speed the while 

Is bearing on your lonely Isle. 
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Wide o'er the Green Sea wave they is^reael. .; < 

Their blazing bannera bloody red>: ;>.' a. - . 

And favour'^.both by mndand tide . ; ; 

Soon reach the lonely Isl^t'A^side^ 

Scarce half a league frf)SBi that.^Q»6 ta«?!^- , ^i, . 
Wlaere lay the Tartar Warrjigr'? power, a^ 

They land, aftd op the Islet crags 

Jfling loose their ea^le creste^ flags. 

In Order wild, a cjou^tless tV^ng, , - _, 



They line tli^ Islet shg^c; along ;[ . t 

Their turbans dancing in the beam 
Like foam upon the Ocean ^stream; 
Their banners floating in the wind. 
Their steeds light bounding from behind; 



•f 



Their scimitars engraven o'er 
With holy texts,! and human gore, 
Thoy brandish high in -air, to show 
How much they long to meet the foe. 



»'•: * 



1 It was usual with the Arjibs to have some verse from tiit 
Koran inscribed on the blades of their scimitars. 
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What uproar's now in youder tower? 
It is^es from the Tartar ^ower ; 
Now from its walls they ryi^h amain 
And muster on the open |>lain ; 



V. 



Though lone and few, a bi;|ver hand ' 
Ne'er hurl'd a spear, norgrasp'd a braiid; 



A gleam of more than mortal fire 
Seem'd dancing in each Warrior's eye* 

Forward they sprung mth looks of ire 
To meet the foe approaching nigh. . 

Wild in the morning's dazzling light 

Their waving plumes shone fair and bright 
Above their turbans' jinowy hue, 
And flaunted gaily as they flew. 
But where was l^e — ^whose banner cry 

So oft was wont on battle plain. 
To lead them oji to vioHory, 

Through se^ of bloody an4 pi^s of i^l^? 



• .1- > 
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The rapid lightning of whose eyq, 
To ev'ry foe was destiny,. . , 

The foremoat io the battled tide, .. 
Dispensing death on ev'ry side, 

I • - ■ , 

• 9 

In vain they cast their anxious eyes 

On aU jo^oundp he st;ands not there» 
And sorrow mingled with surprise 

Is lurking in their lurid stare* 

^■)<. .. • •, ■. .■ 

Between thetti Uid the Atah fb^ 



^ *— ^ 
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There lay a dt^ ti^mt below; 
Through whichi'So^imKiw was thd gl?n 
That fi%^e»6hf'traari<iQ9^ tttififq. 



• • .« 



'. ■■'•*.'« 



Could guard the piMiage'^gab^ a host. 
And make invaders nte tReir tioatti^ 
Thither the IWi^'^wwrtert 'ipec*^ 
Nor in their ea^lr iftufy hee^ 
The Arab Chieftain and tdb pOiMrer 
StiU prxMikk^ te ttteliWiy toiv^. 
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Like bloodhotm^s stau^kiag for thwf ptn/f 



{ t 



r • . 
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They nftli ail^g tfe^ ro6ky way^ 

And reach the enttbtice of the gten, 

Where mustering all thyr^tttttttiwi' • ■' "' 

Jn fearless confidence th^yttaftictV--- ' ''' * 

To guard ^ieirtfbthes and hatt¥$!«(lidV^i-- •' * ■' " 

A shout fictoas the valley rung, 

Another stttl ^61^ iaread;i"&tta tifeia ' ' '- "^' 
Bursting mt1^%^ ^m^M^iia^"'- "■ -^ 

Like Tigers fi^fe'Wfr^aifcla^iptfttgr' "'' "' ^ 
Wild pealing ttetntetHfle' yett^:;.- il i^. rV .:^ ;^ ifl' 

That horrid 'fc«ftil0ipiictff-«f''ltett>: ' ' /•:;;.£ i..i.-. 
Which cursed sji^tst^diow W'lWefljiN : • f)o i.iQ 

Right 0nWS«<d4ldlAt*bkiC0aifej**«.-!; ..:;'%); !.;i/v 

Then was the strife <^'Wai','^«l!li8^firsl-'^^ -'' • 'J^ H^sl 
That through the^^ato'f^l^ mk^^'^' ^ S^''^ I 
And hoped to gaIn#%^g«V'*i ''^d^" '-^ 
Beneath the iPtrtj*^telftt?iyi»d»«^3^-'''''' "M 
And met on early totnb! 
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Wild wistl^e.uproarTeign'd.aromuU .j . 
Dread carnage strpw'd tha.crimsoi^, ground,: -^ .. . ;^ 
And horror dw^t in ev'ry sound; . r . r . * 
While fury Ught^ni'd in eacfe eye^ . , / - 

And madness rang: in ev'ry jcry . / , ; 
Of •' VengeM^c«''r7-^fJraa^'— " Yi 

That burst from all around« 

..."'•• ' • •.''•* ■•./ i^ 'ii. -'. 

On either side, nought to be seeii .; , ; 

But countless turbans on th^ gre^, „,, 

r. - . > 

Dead wretchesj nvelterin^ in thtir ^ gore p . . 
That ne*er shall stand in batijie-inckr^} -i^hi u^ : .\ ,/ 

« 

And some, who stiig^ring/«ii4 the bijajpyl,;! ? *; • 



.♦ • « 



Drag others wi|]i»theiu in th6iF:;6»l|» ; ;,,,(n ii 

And tmnbling in. their. howj of ^tW^ ,:o h{x>i ; i 

Fall down th? .pecipice> ^id!m .,v i * , : .: . i ,! ; 
Ix)ng dubious »ji[9fli, th'^i^^enjful. sjr^ ^ 

On either part^,ifpr.^4ei^J^^ life 



■ ,y 



Lay ^nigglingj^^o^ ^be^readful if^st^ 



♦ • II. •. 



\r.:-\ci\ rt .'^ i»- . •;:; \i:\! 
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When from the Tartar warriors' side 
A bugle rung, whose thrilling blast 

Like lightning o'er the Su^imer tide 

Burst on each heart, and far and wide 

A shout of joyful welcome rung 

From yonder bwd upon the height, . 
When rushing bold Jn valor 's.might, 

Beoming'in freedom's glorious light. 
Young Tadmor forward sprunffj-T- 

And waving high his battle bl^de 
" On, on to Victory'*— he said, 
*• Remember warriors, that we figlit 
*• For God, for Iran, and our right,— ^ , 
*• Now Heav'n protect the just," — ^and then 
With certainty of conquest flush'd. 
Full on the terror-struck foe he rush'd, 
And followed by his Tartar men 
Soon swept the recreants through the glen,— 
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Across the desolate valley wide 
In torrents flowed the crimson tide,- 






While shrieks andT cries terrific, fell -* 
From all around, more horrifcle 

r 

Than ever burst 6n mortal ear, 

> . ■ . 
As some in mowings lone and drea? 

r 

Bewail their sad and hapless stiat^, ' 



i-- .•■...'.. . ./»,.•. • 1 • 



And yield their spirits up to 4at*e •, 
Whilst others with convulsive cry 
Brandish their swoiW orfore they dieV' 
And gasping witli resentful ire,' 

*Mid shrieks aiiiT imprecations dire. 
And groans and curses dresid— -expirtt ' 



-* ■ - I 



( ^ 



Still foremost in the van of battle 

'Mid swords that clash, and arms that rattle. 

The gallanb Tartar warrior shone; 

Afar th^ noble Chief was known 



K,' 
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By height supenoarJteJbhe rest, J. i 






\> & •• ; *j \ 



His belt of gold, hi?' yeWow^.Yest^J ;/ 



■^'■t 



And waving. of. hiklveroii;cxe8t.i •>- /. i>r 
But oh! the lightniiig'ofithat eye v: ..^ - ;iy ^. ■ 
That iashJd a?<5iiftdiflio^awftjlif, f ^ y :!t f r* 
Like fiery meifeo^Sffl-oiifi' on; high ^^ 
Struck terrors,int«ev*ry hreaat.!.r v :■;..: r-nW* 



■^ r ^ 



^ • t . ' ' ' • I. 



No longer able t(i'mthfili;add 

The prowess df thit w;prpibr*g hand 

The Arabs in cM^usibn fly;^ . :- . 
Then desperate was the slaughter dread^ 






t \ A ' > • Iti/S \. I 1 



On ev*ry side lay piles of dead, 



> * ' . • . ■ i ; . ■ * . I . 



-■'if,- • » ' ; 



While many 'neath the victors' tread 

■■::■■■ 4 " 'if- ' ' 

Tranjpled to atoms lie. 

To Tadmor, and to Liberty, 

When suddenly a fearful shout 

Of most portentous birth, throughout 



t r _ / 



1 <* The Chiefs of the Uzbek Tartars wear a plume of white 
lMroti*ft/))«tlier9 in tib^ turbans.*' r , . 

.-. : . . ^ec-Acmmt of Iniiejyendant Tarttf^y. 
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The rai^ of flyii^ Artitm bursty 
*Twas answered by another cry. 

More de^rate dum that yeU ikccmyk* 
That echoed to thf Tmlted aky, 
And struck ev'n Sei:ttph»' heaftsifvith d|{Nid» 

When aU Heir« demem took flight 
With haughty EbHs^ at ibeit head. 
And borne upon the Whiriwind's bbi9t 
Their flammg- firebninds ixp^vnf^ cast 

At Heaven's imperial bdgbt«. •: 



'Twas from the brow of yonder hill 

Echoed that battle cry so shrill, 

■ * ■ • ' 

And rushing down its rugged side 
Like w^Igypt's lunar mountain tide,^ 
A band of furious Arabs came 



t <■ 



' < 






i 



■ • : ) 



}'i ' 



Breathing dire vengeance round, — ^the same 

r 

That late iit yonder lonely tower 
Lay captives to the Tartar's power; 



1 Ltidfer, so called in the East. S The monfes ItiiMr^ yaoDAtjpa^^ 

'■ »t th^ foot of whkh the Nile is supposed to arise. 
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And at thcjii: head wHh sword apra&Pd^ • ' 

Ancl eye where rag^ and'tnalipe mui'd' 

I 

JBel Hazbr c*ipej-^*'N(Jt*ftjrthepri<fe '" ' 
« Of the' Arab name^'-— Bel Haa^^^^ ' ^^ 

'* Now wafrior^ prc^etkeci^i^^ii^die^ >;»• »- 
^* That wanss^your veiiia'wiihardml^.sirelll 1 
'' Is drawi^ frcm Hear'a ham IshnAeLl) v 






'< Death to t^wrBl;(^,tliat.faU» tQ»i^ - ,;/ f. 
" At that high naoie hit iseady l^ieai^} ,. ;>if, ;,/ 
^^ Curse oa the coward heart would l»hxi|i)t^ 



u 



From danger noW| (mvie^oryVhriiik^ 






* ' 



*^ And may his bosom itererkmiW' ;[ 

" A minute's pause from shame und woe." — 
He shouted^ — and th' echoing skies 






Echoed again their wilder cried. 






In listless trance the Tartars stdf^ 
Breathleini jand fiuBt fmxi^ loss o{'14oa4 



1 Ishmael, the Son of Abraliam is known among tbe Arabs as tita 
znan ftoat whom tiiey sprung, and circumcision has remained «^^ 
thenv ^ ^ mark of tiielr origin. 
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lik^ frozen: sfeifiUi^fi cv'^y one . . 

Except th^i^'gajl^ut^jlwef. alwe, _.;/;,, . .^. 

That few!d*lvUJb59Wi 3m ^M wj$h deatl^r^r 



Thoiigh onitli%.q^«W battlej^lain 



-.// 



The linmst tof Maineadft kyr dai^^^ ^vi > 
Aud Q^th* iwiitha(k ^Osflk^toioii n%ii : :7/i: i : , 



Despair se^^d li«^rifig'iii-each e^ 



0, 



• J 



Yetdidhistwttiagi^rit4'i» • '/ '• 1/ 
Hi^ bW5«ktt%tai-*-«n4 ftoov'his eyes .li- ) 
\Vhei^ m«^'ife«oltttito^'s^ •'^;''- ■ ^'i' 

Fksh'dthebnlghtli»<rfi8§psgoaev ,/: '•■:^-~ 

V \.' . • .i.** ^iX:..*!i.< ,111,' a! ^oj- v'.i k ►»<-.»(.•.,/•. 

With brow uuchaii^d— and steady eye 

He gat*d a moment silently 

On the lene remnant of that band 



« * 



That lately boiil^ to hkcemmtod); 



/> 



Then flung h&'lil^tait^l^aziteiiQfpn^Cr.K: 
Al^ the glooiay valfey^s sidej 



:»# • » ■. 



\ 



\ 
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*« Brave bearts' ■— he jcried— " one \ySiy jteMdilld 

** To free us from oppressed chdliii$> 

'' Arid make yon Imttghty chiefbill kldiOW 

" He warii not' with a feeble foej 

" Twice have but swotcU Yedwtn'd mt land 

^* From that dark Arab^s dread tdtnniaiid^ 

:*•*« ••:.,■..•• 

*^ And shall We tamely yield it now 
*' To gild a hoary Tyrant*s.brow? 
«< No,— whilst a spark of life remaiuii 

/ ;'■. • . . - j ■ ■/' 

'* To waiin the red tide in my veinis^ 

** Whilst this worn artA can wielcl a bnwd 



■/» ■'■■ 



■> ' 



> ■; , 



** rU raise it for my native lattd} 



. ♦ 



*' And if we fall— We fall with prid^ 
** In the full depth of honor's tlde^ 

»■« »..' ... .1 

•* And future warriors shall com^ 
** And ga^e upon our honor*d tomb, 
** And many a bard in after days 
•• To us shall corsecrate his lays!, 
•* And pointing to thib^ gory delt 
5* Tell how the Tartar Warrior* fell;-^ 



■■i t'J 



t ■ . ' .' 



tWi mam op jlrab«» 



€6 t: 



N<mr*4)i7 toaire tfrienck, upon the ^mb, 
'^ Let death attend on .ev'try^lovry 
^^ And shmottsr ^ill (heretifter hd 



^^ And crowned with iblifi, ^tHe ^Qitiny 
" Of ihim, ,that fiilkior Xibertyi** 

Loud answer^ their renew'd acclaim 
Ke-^echoing their leader's name, 
£|ach brandishing his shining brand 

Rush'd forward at his Chief's rommand; 

' '- . ... 

Then fell destructipi^ rag'd again 

Dire slaughter strew'd the battle plain^ 

And desolation 'mid the scene 
Stalk'd wildly o'er the crimson gree% 

But darker flowM the tide of war 
From Taclmor's 9hining scimitar, 
Vf\i(m glitt'ring blade in slaughter 4/4 
P^alt death and nain on ever^ side^-nt 



* 
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Still foremost iu the battle's vaQ 
The Leader of his vaUant cisui, 
While countless tusbaixsTpuad him f^I 
He shone — ^the leading star of alL 



But vain was valor— vain he strove 



• 1 , . 
To stem the torrent from above, 

That pour'd with such resistless sway 



.J ' i i 



Down that deep valley's desolate way. 
Sweeping before i^it^foi^h,thQ|i;l!^ 
'^The remnaiiit of .^ifPjirfiU^nA n^ev* ; 



^ * J 



And curcling round the Tartar Chief ; .^ 



Prevent all prospect of jelie^l 



r 



■ «' « 



» t I 



» • • J ^ t i. 



*( 



From front froiftj^ear'^^y fiercely pour'd^j 
In counties^ h<»^dei^ . find though they ^/^ < / 

Beneath the Tartars' ve]ttgeful swwd, -.u* - 
Still hundreds, — ^thousands mope,succeed,--T^ 



) 



•r : \ 



' ■ • 1 



* / 



1 ; . ; * < 
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A«^ • w « > f * . 



f-. ix ^,.: 



At freedom^s shrine, — and bravely died 



Close bv his valiant Chieftain's side. 



U -r -----. . ..., 



The Arabs gazM wiai^a^fe *ttd drfead 



« - r 






He gaz^d around with maddened t^i ^ 

But hope no longer lingered high, ' 

Of all his gallant Chiefs not one • ••■' » •/ ; 

Was near him noT^j^ — ^he stood alone,-— 

Contending in the deathful strife 

Each nobly offer' d up his life 



1 .»• -. «■■ *I ... I'-J ';■■ : '.J^i ' i 






■.-I 









Gu the young CWiJf ift-'^fttoi-^ tai^ht,' 
O'er whoitf'thsrS^ttiittgWhbdsWshied :i ":•' :"('Vi 



■ •■ w j: 






A sti^^rthof rad&ttce^''ft^m(M*btigh^ 
Than ever gladdenM ittortal sigh^,-* 

As Heav'nnjibn his latest toil -- - ^^'^ 

' '• ' • • ... 

Would fling its Keart-approviiig srhilfe. -^ I 

One lingering look he upwards east,; - i 



i . r .^. 



* .•..■■ ^ 
. .■•...♦ 



Out last, long look upon the past, 
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^ill she who was for ever nigh 
Rush'd on his aching memory, 
Recalling thoughts now past away 
like sunshine on a stormy day, 
** Sara, farewell!** — ^he wildly said^ 

*^ Now, now our breaking hearts must sever, 
" The last lone pulse of hope is dead, 

** *Ti» past — *tis o'er— thus then for ever—*' 
And rushing through the Arab bands 

His d^kening way awhile he fought, 
^iU from a thousand coward hands 

He met the death he bravely sought ; 
And bending 'neath unnumbered blows 

He sunk at once in endleiss night, 
IfVhile his freed spirit buoyant rose 

To realms of everlasting light ; 
Where sorrow, anguish, care or paiu 
^iftll never wounjl his heart again ! — 
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The night has faH'A cm dale and bill» 
And all is lonely, drear and still ; 
The shout of trivixoph^ and the roar 
Of battle, now are h^ard no more i 
Through that loa^ glen the western breeze 
Scarce stirs the dumb*ring a^pen treesi 
That seem their sweetest tears to shed 
In memory to the honored dead. 
The Nightingale that lov'd to pour 

His song of love in yonder glen. 
Since that sad hour was heard no more 

Breathing his hoav'»ly strains again i 
To liappier cliipes he fled afi^r 
From noise, from tumult, and from war. 

The Arab Chieftain and his men 
Have left the desolated glen, 
And darkly closed the shades of night 
On the pale gleams of fading light, 
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r 

The close of that disastrous day^ 

As back they wend their dark'ning way« 

To the lone tower thdf coarse they steer 

Since there a pledge theur Chief had Icft^ 
Still to his hard^ ludrd bosom deiir. 

Though of each br^hter feeling fed. 
And as his eye with pleasure beam'd 

m 

On the dread scene his hand had tracM» 

•* 

To other eyes than theirs — ^he seem'd 

Like the wild Demon of the waste. 
Steering his devastating course 
Untam'd by sorrow or remorse. 

Throughout that desolate valley wide 
Lone silence reign*d on ev'ry side; 
It seem'd as thongii the band of death 



Had fall'n upon each living timgf 
And not a sound, imd tiot a breath, 
Through that Idae glei^ was munfitiriiig! 
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No 80Ug to sooth© the slumberer's rert. 
No flower to bloom upou hia breast j 
No te^ to dew bis clAy«eoId cheek» 
No sigh the dreary gloom to tireak» 
No balm to scent the slumbering air,^ 
And aQ was desolation there^ 

But brighter tears will soon be giy*in 
Than ever fall from human eyes^ 

the teara of weeping Saints in HeaY*n 
On IVeedom*8 ^orioua sacrifice* 

And brighter beams shall cheer his dream. 
And holier aa^s his slumbers fan^^ * 

And sweets shall such incense seem 

Than au^fe was iosvw breathed by man^ 
And seO) the beauteooa orb of lijight 

Is rising br%ht{y in the £ast» 
Flingjmg its silvw.hqai^-Qf ^l^ 

On the h^^ Warmr^ pulseless b^eas|^ r 
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And many a dkmond tdfar begenui 

His pallid: brow a$ lone hd lies. 

Bright as the spiu^kiitig dkdemB >>I 

That grace the Sevaphis of the skieif« ; 









But see that form,— light, free, wad fair, 

Like some inhabifiwit ttf i^ "' '.'^^ '•' " Vi^'S-^ '• -^ 



Light boundii^Vftr'^g'redgi^^hfi*^ -3-^' '''^^ 

Mark, how siM'^Mi ildiig'the ptfl ■■ ■=■ ' ''"'^ - 

With hurried step;Sd&«(tfd«Aifetf}i-i^<i'= -^'-^'''^ 
Her raven hair, 18iii^,=|Ri4sy;4>r^t, ^ ^" ..'XOLi.r.A 
Floating dishevell'difr^'lij^^i-i^ ' --' ^^'"f"' i'^^a 
Her wild *3fte gl«i^ ^iMftmnA,' ■' - *-'- 1 = '-^ " 



Now pii{isIii^''Vent 4pbh"^ffle'-gfotei«l^"« "-•■'' ^^ '^'-^ 
I^ow stemlffttM oii'^tSfe&fiJ^^-'^ .■: -'■;i- - ': x" ii' 
Now tum*d ti^onflid'taooii^t'Ai^ • - ; •' ^::I';^i" 
As if she mark'd somd object ^hertf '''''■'' ':'■ • - "' • 
That sooth'd he^ hda&ta^iMA^m - • i - f' 
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No, Sara! no, — ^tliei^'« boAiilg jioyv 

Can calm thy heaEfe:|>r *ool Ihy feww;^ : j 

No earthly power o$m feef* rertrain 

The raging feWr of )tlt|F W^ . .: iii; ^j 

Or bring thy long lost peace again. 






How happy was thy moarniif ia£^!^ , *, . , i;.T 
How free fiiq^.^nr^if^ ci^ or attife^J; ;^. : /jv.!^' 



: ."^r 



When o'er the.meacU'beloy'd so well^ ,,. . 

Thou'it spor^d;.with,,th^4e?^.gwl,l^[v. „,; ,{. /- 

Andjoy'dtosee. to,soaW?f*«y^: .-u^d ,. , ■. ,il 

Still tum*d on thine «o^tend«rly5 v; . ^ , ;;, ; 
While round it8,bi99^i a, baoi ^ww'*t! iv^ea^h'ii , , ; ; 

Of flowers on^wjiick the moon , Ijad hre^tVdi , , .^ 

Then peaceful by some^it^un^in atr^^ .. . / 



' < ^# 



« /." 



Thou'st lain and sJeptithgrJui^y dr^?^ 

Or in thy lov'd acacia Ij^wers ,. ^^ . . ^ ,: ^ 



Beguil'd with sop(j^4li^iljns^nn^.^ v^ 



«^ * • 
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While fancy hung in wonder mtite 

On the sweet echoes of thy lute; . 

And ev'ry life-pulse in thy breait 

The throb of happineM confest. 

And ev'ry thought that bleas'd thy yoatl| 

Was drawn from innocence aild truths 

While thy young heait lights pur9> and fre^ 

As the bright peart in Oman's Sea^ ' 

Felt not a wish beyond the carQ 

Tliat bound thee in enchantment therCi 

Where fancy deck'd with fairy finger 
The spots on which she lov'd to linger. 



How changed, alas! hdW akeFd now; 



r I 



• • 



« p 



How coU that heart^-i— how pale that browi 
How sunk the lustre of those' eyes 
That stole their glances on the 1ieart» 

Soft, melting gleriims, as aummer skies 
Fling from their oitis before they parti 



4 
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Cold, dark and senseless* now she seems> 

Uncheer*d by Hope** or Fancy's bedms) 

Unguided by Religion's light, .*) 

And sear'd by sorrow's dead'ning blight| 

Vet in the fktshi^. of her eye 

Though strange and wild, you might descry 

Somewhat of Heaven's holier light 

That burst upon her soul's dark nighty 

And seem'd to tell, though lingering here 

Her spirit sought another spherei 

All day she sat, and wept alorie 
Her Tadmor's sorrows and her own ; 
Nor heard she 'till the close of day 
The horror J .of . th' infuriate fray; 

But when she saw her Sire Returning 
With pleasure, in his glances burning, 
And heard those loud triumphant crieu 
That echoed to, the vaulted skies 
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From yon embattled field, — oH! then 
Convictioni flashed upon her brain } 
With madness raging in her eyes 
Across the lonely plain she flies 



».» 



• , \: 



And to the desolate valley hies. 






■ r « 



AVhere streamed around on ev'ry plde 
P^k currents of that crhnson tidOii 
Which freedom's sons had dratrn and shed,* 



» 

BefcMre their freebom spirits Hed. 



« • 



Oh! there are hearts through grief| despair, 

■ -. ' > ' 

That still live on untam'd by care; 
^earts of such coarse unhallowM mould, 

* ■ • * . 

So de^, so senseless, and 'so colt^ 
That ev'n the woeai which others ohiU> 

But makfe them harderi, sterner stifle 

Alike ta them s^ectiou's smile^ 

ICeen sorrow^s pang, or pleasure's wile> 



( : 



*i 
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Alike to them Ae gwfiets of Itf^ 
Its joys, its sorroHi^, o? its rtitfe, ' , 
Like rocks upon the Gi^n.^a^^oce r 
By wave and sunsjup^ ^^ftA^d :p*^j 
Alike immoveable thfU |i^ 
^hc ugh each ^Xf . i^'f^t^. w4^^4f />•: 
^ut Sara! *twas j^t^iius lyvitb thei^# 
*rhy he^rt c^hW <M Its^ «?|sgQr^ 
, As true it felt gvj^S'skyck^i . * 



As late it throbbed with rapture's thrill, 
f And to a heart so soft, so pure, 

r k 
■ . ■ * 
, . ... • ^. I 

^Tvvas more than ev*n it could endure! 






By her lost TadfflJ95X^^e sh^ j^fc^ft^ 
\Yith achipgihetrtittid lifted hands; 
Her straining. «i^ whene madness bwraf'd 
Now bent on him,«— jiow upwards tuPHiy> 
As if in that blue »eli to spy 
Some refuge from her misery. 
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No sigh escaped her anguish'd breastf 

No tear her agony confest j 

Her burning brain— whose aching throb 

Was echoed by the wilder sob 

That burst convulsive from her heart, 

As with it, life itself would partj 

Her burning brain could scarce supply 

One tear to cool her^feverM eye. 

J^ few short minutes there she stood, 

^^'4 on his face all 'smear'd with blood, 

llien with a shriek, terrific — shrill. 

That echoed round from dale and hill, 

" Tadmor! — I come — I come** — she cried, 

And pressing to his clay-cold side 

Like a pale flower, sunk to the earth — and died!-* 



L ^ 



• r 



I * 



I • 



. '» . 



HAMET tsk AkABi 



d fjULMi 



V 



;« i ^- 



* f- • 






garnet t|r ^ml^> 

^< Jai nag6 dan» le sang'; que le sang coule encore; " 



*^^* 



»^»»^»»»%^qa %%«»»%%%%<»%% 



llie midnight moon iUma'd .th^ wavf 
That roll'd o'er £()8na«Ji';s Iwely ^Tf|> 

And many aista]rbewi'l>eaute;Qtt$y 
Was glancing on.the dafkJblueiteB, 
As Hamet's bark flew swiftly o'i^jr 
The waters to Arabia's shore* 
It seem'd as though the peaceful light 
Had come to bless the cheerless nigbt. 
To bid those ghastly spectrjes fly 
That haunt the woe-struck- mourner 'S eye, 
, And chase from hearts consumed by care 
The hateful phantoms of despair* • 
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But brighter far that light from Heaven 

To guiltless bosoms only giv'n. 

That light, eternal and refiu'd, 

That dwells within the vacant mind. 

That soothes the heart a^d calms the breast^ 

• • . . . . ^ . 

And flings upon our hours of rest 
Such visions, as at first but seem 
The phantasms of a fairy dream. 
Such bliss shall never Hamet know, 

His joy is past— his doom is woe; 
His breast by guilty passions riv'n. 

His thoughts to veng?ance only giv*n. 
Alike unfit for Earth or Heav'nj 
His iron he^rt unused to feel 
Is sterner than the stubborn steel 
That*s tempef'd in the bloodstain^ bramJ 
He grasps within his murderous hand. 
No generous grief his bosom sears. 
No sorrow wrought by pity's tears. 
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l1)e pangs that wruig his guilty breast 

In vengeance caaly cabihiave irestj 
The hectic flush^ that I. trapa <; . 
Dark fias^i^ o -er his sallow £|ce^ 



i ^ 



. »s> . * A 



i.* 



1 '. * 



Betray the working of a mmd * »* 

To shame, and sin, and guilt resign^i^ » 

Unlike — ol^ ! haw, m!Sk&^ the heyt s ; . ; ^ > * 
Consumed by^sinlesa sorrow's d^; 

His breast's the residence ;Qf.-cajre^ .. ; ^ ' 

His woe is gujil|;-^his hcjje despaifr ; j . * 

# 

^'- *Tis well, — he driaka the aak isea-wave, • ' 
" I would not give .hhn ev'n: a:grave^ 
** Nor resting place howeives m^^^i , : ; ; 
♦* To hold his h^ted cOTjSfe^.wHhal^, 
♦* My venge^ce would he poor indeed 
** Unless I aaw and felt him bleed^ 
^* Unless I marked his glazing eye 
** Grow dim with inward agony^ ■ \ 



f > 



j> \. 



And felt tkr de^lidattiip oft thstf Im^ 
That frown'd sakfe Mi^lbetovr; 
I saw it all^ — ^the qm^xihg tongue 
On which th' half iiftei^fl aiecewtsf ktmg; 
The eye-ball dimi-4hfe ^ttastlf ««»e*^ 

The look-i*l«^ri^ Of -dc^pAin 

His pallid che^k t<4ie)^I^ the Mbod 

Hadroird it^Htlt, iittiiettibtis fibod, 

Convuls'd with ^M ^^y • 

Was more thaA J(iy,-^*tw*te bfe tty lii*- 
Oh! hpw iJifed apofe tlie s%h*; - 

How feastQjd ev^ to^Ught t 
When gazing I beheld my foe 
The one on es^h 1 hated— 4ow, 

r f ■ ... 

Gasping li^W^tK' thy ttertgefol han^ 

»• • 
His life-blood tjfiiiv*ring on my brand- ' 

Yet Hermon, was it kind in ifac 
To set thy hated Spirit frte; *'* 
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A' 

^ To roam through realms of Uiss above 
** 'Mid scenes of happiness and Ime^ 
*^ I should have kept thee sttH beloMi 



** And taught thee by experience— Woe ; 

** No matter n6w-i--etiotrgh thou^rt gone 

" And I am left to rale ^lone, 

" O'er glory^s wive to guide t^ helm 

" Sole master of a conquered redhn, 

*^ Now thdn revehge shall have its ftl!,' 

" And mine is thirstfny-^^^en still/^-— 

The bark approached the silent shore 

And Hamet bounded lightly o'er, • - • : i 



Like lightning sped ^ress t^e strand 
Andjoin'd his owii impatient band. 



*( 



it 



• » 



\ 
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How calm, how beiatitilfu!* the iiour, • 

When winds and waveis hate* lost their power! 
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Wh^n Qvar wrth, and air, and s^» 

Reigns a prQfaand tranquiili<;yi 

And not a sdgU disitwb^ the cairn 

That breathes argund iu blissful. halipt . 

\Vhen a*er. the peace-enamQw'd tide 

The moon flings forth its ladjiaw? yri^e^^ ;. 

'Till ev*n the wawpgi vfUd'WiAds s§^ r/ * 



. « 



liUild by the s^^fendQi^ of itsi beani.v ; . 
^Vhil&t waYe,^.t^t»' Hplj Mi/d the shove 
Now roll thOT.W:^te(?a^tly-<^-ei},.. -.j ,. 



' i 






. .1 i ♦ 



A& if they fe!t for hurna^ woej :.; ^ :- : . / 
Or that the spirit of the e^m ; 
I lad breatVd %}m m^^k w^feco^i^ bahoii ' * ; ; 
To toil yoa man of guilt 9Xid •in^ • 

Hiere*8 p«aeo without— though war wi*hiiK 
Att^s stiU upon the Iai\d «ri^ wav?* ^ 




Calm as the ttloUmer^s afchiilg bf east 
When all within is hushed to i'est. 

Such Was the ^6eile— and such the hoiii* 
When Hamet sought hiiS Linda's boW6i*^ 
The mountain echoes as he ^ed 
Scarce ansWeip'd to his hasty tread, 
As wcmding down its Itigged side 
His native home at length he spied. 
;, Oh! sweet's the sigh that swells the heart, 
And bright the teai* that loVes to istart, 
When after toils and danger^ past 

We view our long-loV'd hoihe at Islst.^ 

* 

Sensations surely all must feel. 
But Hamet*s is a heart of steel. 

Though banish'd long each fond re^ct 



M^l • 



This tender feeling lingers yet, 



i O quid solutis est Ueatlus cUris I 
Cum mens onus reponit, ac percgrino 
Ltlborc fessi veulmuii Larem ad nostrum^ 
Dtsiduratof^uc acrj^uicscimus lecto. 

CAtullus, Cann. x.\»ii^ 



/ 
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To view the scenes where once he inov*d. 
To clasp the wife he fendly lov^^ 
And still to his dark bosom dear 
The boy he left behind him here^; 
How sweet such dreams of happiness! 
But Hanxet ne'er shall taste such rbliss^ 

No banner's flying on his wall. 
No warder gives the s^al call. 
No joyful band with pride filate 
Are come to meet him at the gate, 
The echoes of his bilgle lioru 
Unanswered, o'er the vale are borne« 
With beating heart, and wandering eye. 
He gazes round him silently. 

As o*er each lonely turret bright 
The moonbeams fling their trembling light. 
Revealing in each mouldering tower 
The ruins of his fallen powcr^ 



i 
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As if to tell 'mid all was fair 

That desolation had been there ;— 

But on the surface of the deep 

In blest tranquillity they sleep, 

And on its peaceful bosom Uq 

Like visions of futurity --^f 

To youth's enthusiastic eye. 

No voice replied to Hamet's call 
As lone he strode across the hall, ^ 

No heart with unexpected bliss 

Was there to beat reply to his, 
No well known voice delights his ear 
With music — that was once so dear. 
Nor wife, nor child was there to greet 
His widow'd heart with welcome sweet. 

'' Linda!**— th' half muttered accents fel| 
In silence still more horrible. 
The owlet's terrifying scream 
As startled from its mpody dre^ni 

s 
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It flapped its heavy wing around, 

Was all the answer Hamet found. 
That moment o'er his guilty head * 
Tlie moon her silver radiance shed, 
And starting as the sudden light 
Wide flashed upon liis aching sight, ' 
What agonies his lifeblood freeze 
When gazing madly round — he sees 
Prostrate upon the crimson floor 
His Linda — ^weltering in her gore! 
And by their breathless mistress' side 
The faithful slaves that for her died. 
Each held a dagger in his grasp, 
And strained it with convulsive clasp. 

Wild was the shriek of fell despair 
That broke the awful stillness there. 
As Hamet by his Linda's side 
Yet reeking with the crimson tide 
That flow'd in stir^ams around her, cried 
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** My Linda! — Linda!'* — but in vain. 

She ne*er shall hear that voice again, . . 

No, Hamet! no — ^the die is cast. 
Thy hopes are o'er — thy joys are past. 

With clenched hands and bended kne^ 
And eye that spoke his agony, 
Not looking to offended Heav*n, 
Bij^t on his Linda's bosom riv'n. 
Lost Hamet lies -» and in his face 
Such ghastly lineaments I trace 
As time I ween shall ne'er efiacej 
Dark horror, madness and despair^ 
With sin and guilt are luiking there^ 
And in his eyes' unhallow'd gleaaoa 
That flashes on the moon's pule beatq 
Like lightning o'er a wintry stireitm, 
I read the movements cf a soul . i . 

Wher^ woe and guilt alternate roll. 
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** Merciless fiend!'* — at len^h he cries. 
While fury sparkles in his eyes, 

* No thought of rest shall Hamet know, 

* No respite from his inward woe, 

* *TilI on thy hated head he wreaks 

* The vengeance that his bosom seeks • 

* For this lost innocent — ^and here 

* With hand upon her corse I swear, 

* By the pure blood that warm'd that breast, 

* Never to taste a minutt'^s rest, 

* Never to know k pause from care 
^ 'Till from thy murderous heart I te^r 

* Th^ last life-pulse that lingers there ; 
' Blest Alia! grant me this, before 

* I die — and Hamet asks no more" — 
With curses that the heart would freeze 

FalPn Hamet on his bended knees^ « 
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With heart and soul to vengeance giv*n 
Invokes the aid of angry Heav'n ; 
Dark flashM his glaring eye the whil6 

As nxed upon the placid smile 
That play'd upon his Linda's lips, 

From whence the frozen life-blood drips, — 

Though pale, and cold and lifeless ^ow, 

Death's icy chill upon her brow, 

r 

And clos*d, for ever clos'd those eyes 
That held each heart in fond surprise, 
And lost the music of that breath, 
iStill seems she beautiful in death, 
And fancy fain would think she slept, 
But then — stem Hamet ne^er had wept,— • 
And Hamet wept! — ^he did not weep 
When late across the rolling deep 
UnmovM by pity or remorse, 
He dragged his lifeles? rival's cori^e 



1 38 HAMET TH^ AftAE. 

Yet reeking from its earthly grave 
Aud plunged it in the foaming wave, 
To seek amid the stormy ^sea 
Refuge from raan*s malignity. 
No tear shed haughty Hamet then. 
But Hamet ne*er shall wep again;. 

to 

The only drop he ever shed 

Was pour'd upon his Linda*5 head* 

** My murdered Wife!'*— 'twas all he cried 

/And daah*d the recreant tear aside. 

But started, as a fearful shout 

Loud echoed from the vale without 

J^rst on his ear,'~instant the brand 

Is flaming in his blood-red handj 

His glaring eye*a wide fla^ng fire 

Betrays his yet imcWd desire. 

And secret, unrelenting hate, 

w^s if he spum*d the frowns of fate>. 



« • » 
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As if the dangers he had past 
An amulet had round him Cast^ 
That bound him with a magic spell 
And rendered him invindble* 
RousM by the wellknown battle call 
He darted from the silent' hall. 
And gazing dovm the vale beneath 
Beheld across the moonlit heath 
With sabres flashing in the light, 
An Arab band for battle dight 
Rushing with fury from the height. 
Haniet, beware— the hour is nigh 
That seals thy wayward destiny, 
No valiant band is near thee now 
To guard from foes thy frontless broii^, 

No faithful hand — ^no ready arm 
To shield thee in the dread alarm, 



V 
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But woe and death, and vengeful wratK 
And infamy, are in thy path. 

Who leads yon band of warriors brave 
fhat come like Oceau*s stormy wave 
Shouting across the moonlit glen 
That echoes to their shouts again ?•?— 
His features I have mark'd before 
In distant lands,-T^ut then they bore 
The tokens of matiurer age. 
And seemM to boast its signet sage; — 

I err — ^theyVe but the semblance fair 
Of features I have geen elsewhere; 
Upon his youthful byo w I read 
No trace of any. w^like deed. 
Though by his eyebeam*6 dazzling fire 
I guess he burns with noble ire. 
And longs to prove 'mid war's alarm 
Tlie prowess of his youthful arm* 
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*Iliough all unknowH his state andk* name^ 

His mien a Chieftain's rank might claim^ 
As rushing fr(Hn the mountain's head 

His faithful Anb band he led, 
ynio meets faka in the Tale below ? 

n?b Hamet by ..his ocowUng broV| 

Like rogk upcm the oo^ui steraHd 

Unmoved— Hi2|jiw'd, I see him stand 

With naked broadsword in his faand^ 

His heart as firm — as fixed his ey^. 

As if his valiant clao werQ ftigfa* 

As rushM hi&elanismen by his mdt^ 

JForth flew the youthful Chief> and qried 

** Hold> warriors I hold> to me belongs 

^^ The right t*avenge ^ Parent's wrongs^ 

''^ And from yoa traitor's heart to drain 

^ * The best lifiBtolgod that warms his r^Oi 
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^ Or spill the lag^ that flows iu mine, 
" Now vengeance, I am wholly thine l'^— 
And rushing on his steady foe. 
First dash'd the turbj^n from his broW, 
And guided by the moonis pale light, 
That o*er the valley floated bright, 
Cleft at a blow the vulture pliime 
That wav'd o'er Hamet*s brow of glooafi* 
Flash'd the red fire froto Hamet's eye 
Dark lowering on his enemy-— ; . 
Waving his broadswoji'd to the sky 
** Perdition catch that arm'* — ^he cried. 
And plung'd it in the warrior^3 side, . 
Then backward drew it as he stood . . 
Yet reeking with the crimson blood, . . . 
And holding, high the streaming blade, 
•* Linda! thou art reveng'd" — ^Jie sjiid, . 



•i 
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" The hand that drew thy spotless gore 
<* Shall never grasp a sabre more.^ 

Down fell the youth — ^his closing eye 
Fix'd on his foeman heavilyj^ 
And ere his ready band could fly 
T^avenge their leader's death or die,, 
** My friends,'* he sigh*d, a moment cease 
** And let Alnathan die in peace^ 
♦♦ Alnathan, ha J" — ^lost Hamet cried^ 
And shrieked, *till all the valleys wide 



» 



Echoed again from side to side» 

♦* Yea^ traitor,' yes, — Alnathan dies, 

^ But fiwn hi& blood shall vengeance rise^ 

^^ And Hamet on thy guilty head 

^ Rev^^ige the dying and the dead* 

<* BkA oh I the anguish thus to die 

" Unknown — ^unmark'd by destiny. 
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•* Untitled in the lists of fame, 

" No glorious deed to gild my name 

** Or save me from the coward's shame). 

** Too weak to guard — ^too late to save 

** A parent from a timeless grave j 

^* Lorn as the sod on which he lies, 

•* The hapless son of Hamet dies!"—- . 

Ko hand can trace the agony 
That writh*d in Hamet's hollow eye, 
As dropping on his bended kncK 
And letting ^&11 the deathful brand, 
He gras^'d Alnathan's dying hand. 

And ere his i^otless spul had flown. 
With look would melt a heart of stone 
Murmur*d aloud — " my son — ^my.son !*' — 

Alnathan op'd his glazing eye 
And grasped his hand convulsively, 
Then pointing to the moonlit sky 
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" Father ! we part — be all forgiv.'n'— 

•* Since not on earth — we'll meet ia Heav^V*' 

A smile across his features past» 

It was his brightest — and his last. 

Dark as that everlasting bed 
Where rests the weary wand'rqr's head^ 
Secure from wind^ and storm and show'i^ 

Was Hamet's soul in that dread hour. 
His heart by pangs alternate riv'u 
Ne*r cast a mercy' glance to Heaven, 
That Heav'n that lends a willing ear 
To each repentant sinner's pray Vi 
The saving mercy of whose plan* 
Is ne'er withheld from sinful man* 
He spoke not^ mov'd not, — ^but tha trace 
Of deadly horror pal'd his face. 
And in his eyes' convulsive rdl 
I view the anguish of his soul; 
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« 

A§k g«iW»g OR Ws Uf^leaa boy 

His eariy prtcJo— Ws Linda's jo^, 

'^m €^W ^i^dt pulsefess on the earth 
Aft^ §][)^ by Mm wbo gnv^ him birth 5— . 
Hearts thQ^TQ m^y b^ ^oh pangs can bear. 

But €y^ A^4^ fe broken th^re^ 

Th^ m^oa th^t ht^ so sweetly shone 

HtS ^i^t-— its fer^tost bQams are gone^ 

Ikik ekijicts QbKuro the peaceful Kght 

Tl«A kte hdt Qhe^r*(J the |oyless mght,. 
lftgkQ33ay 53^ss^§ sTV'ift they ffy 
Axk^ $M(iw Q^^^^ the darkened sfcy,^ 
Ass«iTOtag Xko\s gJgmtlQ fcurm^ 

Atti dl rK^Qxd^ appiroajshing; storm :-^ 
H^ sto^ D^ mth the sU^at doad? - 
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The storm is up—along the sky 

Iti vollied gleams the lightnings Af^ 
NtDt transient beams that soon e^pii^ 
But sheeted wreaths bf living fi^e^ 
Kow hissing on the daiic blu6 wave 

That opens like a yawnitig gra^^ 

Now quiv'ring on the lofty fock 

Hiat late had own^d thethunder^s shdokj 

Its Sti'eatning i'adia&Ce givfe to VieW 
The horrors of* each ^etie atteW* 
The blazing clouds like bui*nish'd g«W 
Far to the west in masses rollMj 
Reflecting on their sombre fold 
The bluefork'd lightning^s vivid glaila 
'ihat play*d upon their surface there J 

jAnd as the fiery flashes t^oU 
Thuntter'd the HetlVcin's from pole tc 'poU^ 



1*46 HAltfBT t«te ARAB. 

Wild, dark, and de^ierate was the roar 
Of winds and wares upon tlite shore. 
The raging billows mountaiD^ high 
Heav'd their broad bosoms to the sky. 
Then sudden sunk widi sullen motion 
In" the dark cavemi^ s^f the oceaa i 
As if the spirit of the 4eep 
Had waken 'd from his peaceful sleep. 
And join'd the w^r-fiend's stormy powcir 
To rule the horrors rf tihe hour* 
So dreadful wair the mmgled cry 
Of elements, from earth to sky. 
As if a thousand spirits there 

Let loose from Hellj^-^rode on the air^ 

And flung upon the midnight blast * 



^JTheir ^creaming voices as they past. 

Long rag'd the storm-~the thunder's groaii 
Mix'd with the wild wind's hollow mpau 



# 



Who stands upon ycHi naked rock 

# 

And seems to brave the tempest's shock? 



; ' 
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Fell on the ear, like boding cry 

' '"-^ ■■ i ■■•:••• ;: ,;;/^ -. ■ 

Of some dread spirit from the. sky 

■•■'•' * » . 

To warn the sinner doomed to die. 

Far, bright, along the dark sky dancing 

# ■ 

I marked the meteor flashes glancing. 
But not a starbeam lent its light 

To gild the horrors of the night. 
And not a single moon beam gave 
Its radiance to the stormy wave. 
The raven's shrieks were heard alone 

When ceas'd the thunder's hollow groan. 
And in its fateful pause for breath 
They sounded like the shrieks of death. 
The frighten'd sea bird streamed afar 
And fled the elemental war. 



t : .. - . 
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His dreary, gaunt, and ruin'd fdrm, 
Like th* angry spirit's of the storm, 



I : 'f • . 



With heart as stranger to repose 



• < 



Seems brooding over inward woes# 

J ' ' ' ■ ' 

I markM him "by the lightning's glare 

In sullen silence standing there, 

The lonely image of despair* 

Thus gloomy, dark, and stain'd with blood, 

The first unrighteous murderer stood. 

And gaz'd upon his brother's corse 

With heart unriven by remorse! 

With folded arms and upcast eye 

♦• - " . 

He gaz'd upon the stormy sky, 

Nor seem'd to reck the tempest's rage 
That play'd upon his brow of age, 

But bar*d his bosom to the storm 

That roar'd around KB lonely form. 

I 
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Ilis eye Wiis sunk — ^his <;heek was, {tole» . 
His (lark hair trembled iij the gal^^ ., 
No turban on his head he wore 



• * 



t • 
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iiB^^^ No sabre in his hand he bore,--- 

■ '"■"■ • ' 

Alone — unarip'd, yet undismay'd, 

^Vlth hands jacross his bosom laid, 

Hears'd in his mental agony 

He stood in speechless misery. 

Nor spoke — save to the winds tha^t h^v^ 

His darksome words unheeded o'er. 



I 
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As desperate as the thoughts that rest - -.•• 
Within that hopeless, peaceless breast } - . 
For peace with guilt can linger never 
And hope has fled — and fled for ever. ^ 



Tlie storm had ceas'd — the winds were hu$h!d. 

The dark sea-wave no longer rush'd. 

The wild bird's shrieks were hea,^d no.mor^. 4 

Still was the thunder's sullen roar, * 
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And Nature ^*i^ft' in silence dread 
Around the etAltr sitth6r's liead. 



The thunder clouds have p'ass*d away 



That veird the nightteain^s cheering ray, 

- • . • • t - 

And left yon sky unclouded, bright. 
And studded with tlie orbs of night. 
No sound is heard o*er latid or wave. 
And all is silent as the grave ; 
Such MiUhess as ai night is spread 
Around the mansions of the dead, 
When all are lullM to rest, save those 
That darkly brood o*er guilty woes. 
Amid the calm — ^the western breeze 
ThatUoated o*er the slumbering seas, 
Soft music wafted as it sigh'd 
That lengthening into distance — died, 
While thus a voice loud, deep and strong, 
An mournful cadence rolFd along. 
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O'^r the b^ of the brave 

The uigh( c}ews are weeping. 
On the wanior'a gravf 

The jSiowret9 are sleepingi 
SUently, lowly; — 
'Mid the silence of night 

The wild winds are sighing. 
Whilst the moon sheds her light 

On the hearts that are dying, 

Solemnly, slowly. 

Through the azure of Heaven 

No starbeam is glowing^ 
The light flashing levin 

Its embers is tlirowingV 
Brilliantly, brightly;— 
O'er the grave of the dead 

The ravens were shrieking. 
But in horror they fled ^ 

When the dark storm was breakingi 
Rapidly, lightly! 



k 
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The heart that is sad(]etah-d .- ^ 

Its sorrow may cherisl^* -^ 
The braiu that is midden^d i -? 

Its life -spring wiH perish,- - . 
Buried in slumber }4*^>.x 
Deep in the silent grave i .^ijitt 
Soon shall thy soi^rows ; rest; 

Then shall Oblivion's wave * 



■«. . i 



Wash from tby apguish'd breast 
Woes \yith9ut number ! 

Hush'd were the sounds— ^an^ ;Hamet stpod 

Gazing upon the ai^y flood; 
His sunken pulse — his; lifeless eye 

Betray his inward apathy, • 

The deadly venom of tliat blast 

That o'er his fondest hopes had past, . , 

That chili'd his age with woe and shame. 

And crush'd the glories of his name. ^ . 



* • ^ . . I 
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No faithful friend is near hjm now 
To wipe the damp dew from his brow, 

His wild and wandering thoughts to calm 

Or soothe his ,heftrt with mercy's, balm j 

Ah ! lone and cold in earth is she 

Was wont to bid his troubles flee. 

Whose angel smile had chas'd away ^ 

The sorrows of his earlier day, . • " 

Ere wild ambition far from home 

Had taught his wayward ifteps to roam ; 

And colder, darker still is he - ' 

Whose death hath closed his misery; ^ 

On whom his brightest hopes were placM, ^ 

In whom a parent's fondness trac'd 

The future glories of a name ■ ^ 

Now stain/d with sin and guilt and shame. 

Oh! better Harftet! hadst thou died - -- ' 

On Kcnnan's snowy ipountain si¥le>" • 
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Or found a cold but hap{)y grave 
Beneath the Ocean's stormy wave,. 
Than live to feel the deadly blftst 
That o'er thy aching heart hath past, 
And frozen in its hottest flood 
The genial curreijt of: thy bloods 
Thy life was sucit^but see! he tears 
With gory hands his clotted haira^ 
And flings them to the silent air 
As witness of Im sours despair! 
Poor maniac! in thy frintic shriek- ' 
I iiear the voice of justice speak 
The awful lyialidatcs of that Heav'n 
To which thy thoughts were never giv'n* 
Peace, hope, and ev'ry bles^ng gone, 
I see thee statid^-^^nd stand alone. 
And in thy wofe-wom brow I trace 
The last, sad rentaiant of .thy race... 
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D^rk, lorn, yet awM still, he stood 

« 

Like the last mountain in the flood, 
Reding its tall, majestic form 
^mid the dark surrounding storm. 
Thus Hamet stood— -tis uptum'd eye 
In silence fix*d upon the sky. 
As if his broken spirit there 

Would seek a refuge from despair; 

« 

Then sadden turning to the deep 
That rock'd beneath in eddying sweep, 
** Hermonl — thou art revenged**— he cried. 
And plungM into the flashing tide. 
The dark wave floated to the bank 
As slowly in its breast he sank. 
Then rose a moment buoyant o'er 
The watersr, and was seen no more ! 

Thus Hamet died and with him fell 
The darksome tale he fear'd to tell. 
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Non ; ce n*est ni par choix ni par raison d'aime^ 

Qu'en Yoyant ce qui plait on se laisse enflammer. 

D'lm aveugle penchant le charme imperceptible 

Pn^pe, saisit, entraine, et rende un coeur sensible; 

£t par un inscrutable ^ necessaire loi> 

Qpi se livre ^ Tamour sans qu'on sache pourquoL 

T. Comeillt. 



# 



# 






To- 



''^ The friendships of the world are oft 



Confed'racies in vice, or leagues of pleasure; 
Ours has severest virtue for its basis, 
And such a friendship ends not but with life. 

Addisok 






Where trembling osiers waver in the tide 

» 
By flowing Avon's flower-enamell'd side. 

Friend of my soul ! behold me calmly * laid 



Beneath the shelter of an aspen's shade, 
Wliose branches quiver in the mountain gale 

That scatters odours through this lonely vale« 
The Sun in all its bright meridian glow 
Is glistening on the waves that glide below; 
And all the charms by nature kindly giv'n. 

And all the beauties of the summer Heav'n 

. . . • • ■ 

Befleeted in 'that streamlet's clear expanse, 

.. • . • » . . .' ■ ■ 

Bright as the beams th^t on its vaiteTS danc^. 



• I »^j , ► 
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Tis sweet, my fritend ! ra this jsequester'd dale 



Where no rude serrowa o-er the mind prevail, 
Where peace displays her silver beams of light 

And blissful visions soothe ray dreams at night, 

'Tis sweet to think on joys for ever fled, 

And friends long numbered with' the peaceM dead j 

And as in memory's retrospective view 

Those scenes of joy or sorrow we renew. 

Sweet is the balm their consolation throws 

O'er all life's perils, vanities, and woes. — 

How oft together we have fondly stray'd 
In secret bliss, through pleasure's flow'ry glade, 

Where Love first led us to his hallow 'd bed 

And smird propitious on h3 votaries' head; — 

r : 

Where Beauty lent her soul-bewitching smile 

• • . ■ « . * ^ 

Our cares to banish, and our griefs beguile j — 
Where hope, and joy, and all love's tender ties. 



In heav'nly radiance met our wond'ring eyes. 

. ■ ■. ' ' ~ ■■ - . - ■ ' *•■%•■ 

Oh ! what emotions fill'd my youthful breast, 

*f-:'¥ . . . :% 

What fairy visions sooth'd my happy rest ! 
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AVhat ardentewislie^i, and'what burning fires» ' 
What thrilling plea3ures an4 what wild desires! 
When Beauty smil'd upon, my burning heart 
What secret rapture did her smile impart! 

Ye% Eva ! — ^yesj to thee alone I owe 
These thrilling ecstacies, this fervid glow$ 
My heart wai» joyless, comfortless and cold, /' 



Though form'd by nature of the finest mouldi 
*TiH first I saw that soul-enticing face. 
That forpi endued with dignity atkd grace. 
That form on which I oft have fondly hung 
While sweetest .accents issued from thy tongue.— 
Oh! thati»this. trembling tongue had leave to tell 
Each wild emotion, and each turbid swell 4 
Each secret thrill that makes my life-blood warm, 
That joys my heart while gazing on thy form! * 
Oh! that I might one moment at thy feet 
Tell all my sorrows^— all i|iy love repeat, 
And lost in raptures of ecstatic bliss 
Pour all my soul in one entrancing kiss, 



• t 



'Till life, and love dod' happi&oss bo o'er, 
And^thU witd^beart should' beat with Joy no^morir^ 

« 

And say,'jWrje^iM4idj when at t% fee* I Ke' •' 
Wilt thoU ttot.breathe one imrductant si jfa# .: I'T 

Qh! wilt thou not onei<pityihg r tear*dr6p isSe^ : 
O'ei* him whose.he^ shall soon! be qoUiaafd deoflP' 

And when sofb;soiT<)waia thy Jboson^ rise i:-:*" ^I'' 

And the tears tricfcles iftom thy sparklingioyd^y:^-^ i.' 

My heart though coM ishall feel thb balmry tear W'^ ' 

And bless'the soul ' that wept upon my'biefrf^ • -^''^ '- 

FareweHmy friend!— I fain Tfbuld fell t?!ee all/ • 



But fate forbids^ past sorrows- to rccal; 






f\''^ 



No ray of hope sliall break my joyless dream * *' ' '' 
'Till Beaiity'S sun shall' wake ine with its ibeatiV'* ' 
N« fairy visions haunt niy couch at niglit - • 
'Till love shall crown me with its pure delight; ■ 

Oh! then my heart shall yield to' grief nomc^re, 

•» , . . . 

But weep vrith joy— when fill its swrow's o'er. - 



I 
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To. 



The Sun has set upon Uie verdant 
And ev'nuig steads her shadows o'er tbe-KeiMi 
No sounds di^urb these ever calm 



Save when, the xugh&rbird jollenly lepeats^. . . ' ■ \ 
-—As o'er th^ sileat vale she AiiM ^ismg-^es^x 
Her pensive, lonely, melancholy spngf , . , 
Light o'er tV unruffled Htxima thd JUi^ealj^ bt^^Mi 
Sweeps sadly on, and si^hsamid the trees;, 
Thf^ dew is glistening on the woodbine Imw^^ . 

And wi^atl^'of mist enclothe the vernal flowent; 

The;bird c^ night has ceas'd her.^nsive thrill 

And all is sollt^y, calm, and still. 

'Tis sweet» my Friend! to mark the close p:Cdaj^ 

And watch ^hje setting 3un's last, liAg'ting tajf^ / , 

To sfe the parting beams of golden light ^ « ; 

yet faintly gleaming on the mwntain's t^ht:; 

w 
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And view the gloomy shades of evening grey 
Come darkly hovering o*er the fading ray •, 
And when each iscene a pensive aspect wears 
AihI ev*ry plant is crown'd with pearly teanit, 
'Tis sweef in some deserted grot to lie. 
And weep the tear, and pour the secret sigh» 

To me tit leasts it is an hour of joy, - • 

For then my mind can think without alloy, 

Fc^ thim to peaceful meditation giv'n 

I dream of bliss, and riaise my hopes to Heav% 

Thinkf, ibiydly think on her, whose witching i^mila • 

Could all these sorrows, all these cares beguile j 

t • • • • . . 

Whos:e tuneful ac6ents, like the Harp'iJ wild thril^ - 

Raise the fond heart to ecstacy at will, 

Whise endless beauties all my praise eB(q)loy^ 
The sdimre ''*f all -my sorrow — all my joy. 

* * 

Oh! beauteous Eva!rr-could my burning heart 
To thine43TO Sentiment of love impart, • ^ 

Fix in that breast where e\\y virtue dwells 
Tie ardent love that my fond bosom swelfs. 
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r • r k 



Aad when I mark'd the foy'd ideas rise 

Swell in thy breast and sparkle in thine eyesi 

A moment gaze upon thy kindling charms 

Then catch thee fainting in my longing arms^ 

And feel thy heart, thy b^som, and thy brow. 

As tremulously beat as mine do now, .1 

'Till all our thoughts to dreams of pleasure fly 

And our souls issue in one lingering sigh. 

Yes, lovely Maid !-while thought, while mem'ry ke^fli 
Still hold th^ir seats in this distracted brain. 
Whilst through this frame the crimson life blood Aqw^ 
And my warm heart with warmer rajAure glows 
Pll think of thee,— of thee beloved Maid! 

■ 

^Till fleeting tliought before. Death's image fade, . 'v 
And even in ipy last expiring breath 
!I'll mingle orapture with the pangs of deatjb. : 

Friend of my heart! ere sorrows close my.eyei^ 

And my wrapt soul to brighter realms shall VtfCW • 
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Ahl haste and sootlueibe "wkfa tMy Icttder ca«^ 

Hush my etklsighB and lull tm fmm despair; 

Here in this jj^eaoeful :0dUMb we'll trove, 

Think onldie past, and talk of endiess Iwc. 

Then haslbt m^ Fiteitidi aoad ^guit those scenm of fstinS^ 

Those busy scenes ^ fashionable life, 

Where vibe attdiWy ev'ry «eae pBrvade 

And virtue diet ttffirighted ^o the .^hade^ 

'Wlffif&TidgttrfileaBuves fiM the ViR»tit & 

And nightly «wekTO6et the momiog's ray. 

Iliere ^pas a time, when my untr^^iibled heart 
Could in these jdeasures take a willing p^ 
Could smile kt joys as /fleeting a^ the sun 
And sigh for imre when these were past d.ndgo«ie; 
But now alas! those fairy dreams are o'etf 
Cold is my heart, it teats with joy no more,—* 
My ef']^^hope'»--=my evVy wish is fled— ^ 

My prw^lfeda m^efd; flnd my feelings dead. 

1816. 



k 



When fortune frown'd — and kindred fled, 

r • - • 

And hatred dealt its meed of ill, 
And all around were cold or dead. 
Thy spirit Unger'd near we 9tiiL 

As flings yon planet bright and lone. 

Its radiance o'er the stormy sea. 
Thy saint-like spirit o*er me shone— 

The Kght of my Idoiotry! 

In that dread hour of woe and storm 

Which hangs upon my mem'ry yet, 

■ » 

When withered ev'ry mental charm. 
And Iife'9 last light hmd nearly set; 

Thy pure and gentle spirit dwelt 

In fond fidelity with mine. 
And for each pang my bosom felt 

A kindred feeling throbb'd In tlune« 
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Oh! blest for ever be the heiui; 

liVliieh once could shed a tear for me. 
Though adverse fates have made us part> 

I still in fondness think of thee! 

E*en now when ev'ry joy is past. 

And hope itself has lost its beam, 

... • - 

. '■ • > 

Thy lov'd remembrance still can cast 
A ray to cheer my mental dream^ 

Whatever fate awaitethme,-^ 
Wherever chance may bid me rove, 

The sweetest tear ^f memory 
Shall fall for thee, my early love! 

Farewell! — and when some other heart 
Shall claim those vows which I can never. 

Ah! think of him, whose mortal part 

« 

Shall then indeed, be cold for ever! 



• t • 



«« 
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QDE. 



^ CTest ainsi qu*eDe fut'*— • 



^^ 



Rose! begemm'dwith sparkling devr. 
Rose! of rich luxuriant hue. 
On thy soft and odorous head 
Nature's brightest beams are shed; 
Oft I've mark'd thee, sweetest flower? 
Bath'd in morning's dewy shower, 
Ere the wild bee broke thy slumbers 
With its soft and tuneful numbers. 
Or the zephyr's balmy breath 
Caird thee from thy transient death ; 
Whilst the sun's enlivening b^am , 

Pour'd on thee its richest stream ; 
Then I mark'd thy leaves expand. 
Thy odour iscent the zepljyrs bland, 
Thy blossoms opening to the view, 
"Xhy blushing buds' surchttg*d with dey, 
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All thy verad beauties jilowing^ 
Sweetest incense ;pound thee throwing! 
But what means that languid hue? 
Whence has fled the sparkling dew? 
Where is now thy «rly bloom? \ 
Where has fled thy «weet perf^oe? , 

Rose! why droops; tby limgmd ii^^di, 
Whither have t^ l^ewiti^ fled ?^*^ 
Alas! the be^HMk from yonder sun 
Too fiercely on tby bloimms ^hone. 
Beneath its neon^e scorching ray 
They sunk — in prematute decays 
And like the insect, paU'4 with treaswesK 
You died in sweet excess of pleasures 1^*** ' 
Of beauty's bloom the emblem meet, 
Like her, how bright, how soft, how sweet! 
Like love, how soon thy ff Agraiic^ diea! 
Like hope, how soon thy beauty flies ! 

Which leaving seance a trace behind 
Thus withes oil misfprtutfp-s wind^: 



Child of soirow, child of woes! 
Come and see this faded rose. 

Come and view the lately flowed ' ■*' '^ 
WitherM ii^ its prbtidc»Bt Kbur, 

» T : " » 

■ ' 1 ■ '.' I- ' . { J - " ' I • ' * • ■ I '* ^ I < i * • • ' ' ' • ■ ■ * ■ ' 

And while faocy calls anew ' ' 
iHopes, that lilrt thiis i*bse-t>ud grew, ' ^ 
Ev'ry thought trith jtoy illiitii^, 
Ev'ry sense wit& sWeeii piiiftiming; 
Hopes that Kke thtt* rosebud '^w,' 
Hopes that like'its ddou^ flew» 



kit 






• • * . 






Hopes and joys for ever gpne^ 



< • / • 



Which fancy loves to dwell .upon* .r 

Which, when withVing sorrow, chased , . , - / r 

Memory still With fondness traces;— ' : 






Child of sorrows-child of wpes! ,^ . ;^^ , !/ 
Think on this poor witJierM rose, ^ . -.il ^f.JJ 

« 

Like thee it blushed — like thee it bfew-^ : : ' / 
Like thine its early blossoms grew, - , . . , • - 
Like thee it smil'd — like thee it sigh*d^ 
^nd oh! like thine*->its promise die4t 

X 



/•■ 



/• 
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,v. ! ] jl ;.■ ■ .-r - 'i .•■:i; 'f. 

%hen upon %Po€au J^bw . v* 



With the sea-wave for jthv piUpw,. 



• ■« 






And the midnifitht moon-h^am streaming . 
Qn thy dark eyersoftly beamimj,:- . . ,, 
Think of early^^^^j^jp^/a^^ ,^r ,. ,^,, ..,-.. j 
Xbink of h9p,|)^,^^pjy„^^d 
Think of her^.i»^hpse ^pliffever, :• r , ,,. if 
—Not in Death^^?pi^.t^e,jJx|y|Bev^;! , .. 7 ; 



^-r-.' ^ '-'r 



'N r 

Whenm distant tiiri¥gs*t'!mu roVcrst," '' 



\: J . 



-> f, i>» ^ ■ » - r - » f • f . 



% the radiant Sfel'ttitf a' ^oves^^'^ 
When no MMl Hek^ i« hi^K fh'ee; ' 
And the frierJds' tHou tiiirfe'^i— li^' thee j 



r-rr 



• • » 



Think of honie'-atid {31 ^f i^ pleikireif, ' 

Once the centrfe 6F Mi^ ' ii^'isui^s, ' • ' ' ' -^^ 
Think of fiWthou leai^st ttroiiniiTit 



Never to thut honifc-fti^unfirfg! 



'S 



';v ;/• ^ 'r> ;, .•'*■, : r :.'•.;. '..; ^ « 



r r . • f . • • 



» . • •• ■ > . . .J 



When the red willed JigbtAtUg flashes. 
When the sea^waVainidely dkshes^ ^ ■ li ^ 
When the wild-wih99:ftige furbuhditfaie^ .. 
When the tempest's 'gfodms sairrcAmd thee,: A 
lliink of her whose spirit near tSiee 
Borne on Seraphs' wings shall. cH06r tibdei-J' 
Think of hei>— wEose heart shall ifteyei: .[ -.' 

Cease to love thpe— never — never! 



/ • 



To' 



Perchance in some succeeding day 
These lines may meet thine ^eye, 

When I am wandering far away 

Beneath a darker sky; 

Ah ! may thy gentle spirit then 

* « 

Tn sadness dwell on mine, 
?ut never — ^never care or pain 
Disturb the calm of thine. 
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• .' -■: STANZAS, 
The hearts that beat with fond desitt 

Too soinalfts! grow«cold and dead. 
As suns that glow with lieav'nly fire 

Soon sink in Ocean's chilling bed; 
Yet hearts there are no fates can sever. 

There ill a light that shines for ever! 

■ • 

i 

The heart that's lost in cold despair, 
That feels not hope's enlivening ray. 

Soon sinks beneath the weight of care 
That sadden'd first its earlier day; 

'QThen Death aiond its fate can sever, 

And banish all its woes for ever. 

'Till reason cease her xays.to*^g 
Across my wild, my ieverM brain, 

This heart to thine will fondly cling 
Where all my hopes of bliss remain \ 

And cease to love thee will it never 



_ 4 
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•i«f^« 



Till DiTath shall sink its pulse for ever. 
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To^ 



■* • 



Farewell — ^farewell, vvc meet na more* . 

I fly thee — madden'd — ^broken he&rted— 
Yet oft will memory wander o'er 

T!ie 3cenes where first we met and parted* 
Thy Husband — ^let the maddening thought 

Be buried in oblivion ever, 
That thus upon our hearts hath wrought— 

*Twas but delirium's fitful fevef. 
In distant, happier climes we^U meet. 

Where earthly ties no hearts can sever-^ 
Oh! surely it will then be sweet 

To think oa sorrows fast for evert 

To ErA. 

The pledge, dear Maid! thy fondness ^y« 

At parting — from tliis heart 
Shall never wanderf /till the gxa^4 

Receives its colder part j 
And when my spirit soars above 

The reach of human care 

. . * 

Thy sacred pledge of kindred love 

I'll treasure-^even there! 



- > * 
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SONG. 

Ah! why does the heart ih its memory keep 
The remembrance of days that are o'er? 

s 

Aud why does it ever in solitude weep 

« 

O'er thpse rpleasiires it ne'er cap know ffwre? 

And why does the semblance of joys that a^e fle^l 

Still cling round the desolatq heart» 

f 

And stilli like tlie rose-.blossomv iaded and deadj 
A lingecing fragrance impart? 

How sweet *fis tp think qn the. days that are p^ist, 

* 

On the rainbow of joys that are fled. 
Ere the dark clouds of sorrow its beauties o'ercast, 

r 

And the heart's keener feelings are* dead. 

Yet sweeter by fcr is the hope goon to rest 

In that bed, where no sorrows can lie, 

» 

Wherethe soft dewsof ^v'ning shall weep o'er my breast, 
And the ni^twinds around m^ sh^ sigh. 
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VITTORI'A. 

1813. 

^rhe summer morning's early be^m 

- • ' • 

Shone brightly on Zadora's stream^ 
But brighter flashed the golden gleam 

(^'Bntidtt^ft^udoir Warriors* 



• -..•.• . . . I... 



Full many a sworil and helmet gay 

That glitter 'din the morning'*: rayt 

• '^ » 

Ere ev'ning of that fatal day 

» * 

■ W*i9-dy*c( ill Wood lif eiiethi^ " 

And many a form of manly mould. 

And many a heart in battle bold» 

Ere night lay breathless, dark, and cold, 

• ■ ♦ • ■ • 

Beneath' the war clouds' cftnopy". 



: •.. 1 1 i 
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- I. ■ '■ 
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In ev'ry warrior's manly eye 

Was fteen tli£ ,g}ance of bra^^ .^ 

And loud was heari the thrilling cry 

Of " Wellington afid Victory!" 



'>^" • 



Parle roird the battle on the plain^ 
The British host rush'd on amain, 

Jr .■ « j 

And dy'd their shining swbrds again, 

In Galli'd hlood most valiantly. 

The l>«g49'9 wUU |i.ps(fpiei?ttng' f ^pll 
Was heard atnid the battle's yell, 
Ewt deeper, darker, Touder fell, 

• •'' WVoaiing ^tli^ "Artiiibfy! ' ' 



• ' • 



/#»,:.' •• l« ill-.**'! ' 



And loudcf on the light wind broke,= 

I r f 

The battle pTain Ws wreath*d in smoke. 






Thk't' ffoitecf dark and drearily! 

The dying \sarrior> fading, eve .. ^ 
Gleam'd faintly on his comrades nigh, 

r 

' \f I lis 

And like his first— ms Tatest' cry 

Was, ^^'TJ^^eilihgWimdVrd^^ 



T 

'/ I . . ■ - ■ •• -■ ' l 
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Long ere the evening shades were spread^ 
The routed foe aflPrighted, fled 
0*er heaps of wounded, piles of dead, ^ 

And left the British conquerors] 

The battle's done — the combat's o'er, 
Zadora's stream is dy'd with gore. 
Its foaming billows insh the shore, 

4 - 

And roll along most rapidly. 

Where now the night-dew softly weeps, 
Full many a warrior lonely sleeps, ^ 

And still the night-wind sadly cjreep9 

In many a hollow iwirwuripg* 

Yet oft tlie tear from sorrow's eye 
Shall dew the grave bed where they lie, 
And long shall burst the secret sigh 

III txilputG to their memory ! 



On this subject the Author*8 feelings might well be cxcusec!, in th« 
jibove battle he lost a beloved Brother, who fell while leadin<Tto the ch«^^ 
the liight Company of Hie 28th Regiment. << ^^DiU alU^r vov^'* 



« 
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To- 



These tears of silent grief that starts 
Recal thine image still to me ; 

Yet art thou dear to this sad heart. 
Though thou, alas! art false to me;— 

*Tis o'er — ^the pleasing prospect's o*er, 
►Yet was it sweet to think on thee. 

But now my heart can hope no more, 
Since th6u, alas ! art lost to me ! 

How happy was my mom of love, 
•^When unrestrained I rang'd with thee. 
But now my fondest wishes prove 

The source of constant woe to me ; 
May'st thou be happy as thou'rt fair. 

Nor -feelr the pangs that torture me, 
May anguish, sorrow, and despair, 
. Be ^ver distant far from thee !r- 



K 
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► (^»V»»%%%»%^ 



Oh! did'st thou mart yon wave that foanw and sparkles 

in the beam, 
That chequers with its silver light, the aziir^ flowing 

stream? 
'Tis there I wish to lay my head — ^beneath that rolling 

wave, 
Where human 30unds may never come to^ipodcmy lonely 

grave. 

... • • 

Far, far, from man's deceitful eye in silence let me re^t, 

i • • • 

And sleep to all eternity the slumber of the blest j . 

There shrouded in oblivion's wave and dead to. human 

care^ 
Be mem'ry of my injur*d name for ever buried there. 



The clouds of woe have shadpw'd o*er the morning of 

my days. 
And sorrow chill'd each early hope — and wither'd fjincy's 

raysj - 

I've lost in life's impassion'd hour each gem that life 

endears, * ^ 

And tho' the eye may seem to smile — ^t he heart is drown'd 

in tears, * 



Like wither'd leaves that. strew tbe ground in Autumn's 

stormy uight. 
The hopes that bless'd my youth lie chill'd kjueatli 

affliction's blight; 
rf'hus lonely in my solitude I gaze upon the wave, 

And fain would find within its breast — a sure but wel- 
come grave! 
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AMBITION. 

The bird thtt clesve^ )N>n wide e^xpaiise 

Upborne 6n tireleas .iving^ 

Ne'-er casts to eafUi a backward glance 

i>VolB(i vdience he took his spiing; 
Still urging on his daring flight 

O'er earth and ocean blue, 

•Till lessening on the gazer's sight, 

He quickly fades from view! 

So steereth man his madd'ning flight 

On w^d ambition's wings, 
Kor whilst he seeks the golden height 

One glance behind hiin flings ; 
Still, still, his vent'rous course he steer? 

O'er earth's wide boundary, 
'^TiU lost to view,— he disappears 
in dark Eternity! 



POBM^ '1^ 



To tfic memory of- 



mmmmm^ 



Soft be the beams, lamented shade ! 

'Hiat play around thy bower of rest. 
Thy memory can never fade 

From this sad heart that bv'd thse best; 

How oft I heave the secret sigh 
While musing on thy hapless fate. 

And tears of sorrow fill mine eye — 
They cannot half my grief relate. 

I saw thy young and tender heart 
Each secret throb of passion prove^ 

And pant those feelings to impart 
Of sacred, unrequited love! 

I saw that heart consum'd by care 
And withered in its early glow, 

'Till anguish deep, and fell despair. 
Had laid each wam^ emotion low. 



/ 
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The tear that sparkled in thine eye, 

The grief that filPd thy youthful hreaat, 

The secret titfrob— the bursting sigh — 
Are now for ever laid at rest. 

The cold <^lay- shrouds that lovely form - - 
Which fill'd each heart with fond surprise, 

And Death hath rifled ev*ry charm, 
And clos'd those once expressive eyes. 

Oft at the silent midnight hour 

When all is wrapped in calm repose, 

I steal nnto thy fav'rite bower 
To weep and sorrow o'er thy woes. 

Not mine the pow'r those woes to heal, ' 

Or bid thy sorrows flow no more, 

' < ■ ... 

I could but all thy anguish feel, 
I could but pity — and deplore. 
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Soft he thy slumhers, lovely flower! 

Soft as the falling dews of night. 
And soon a more propitious hou( 

Shall call thee to a scene of light* 

And wheuipu reach yon fH^ throne 
Where bliss elijfcnal waits to crown thee, 

Think on the friends you've left alone— 
Think on the hearts that still shall own thee ! 



To. 



When gazing on my silent name 
In some succeeding year. 

Ah! may its fond remembrance cldim 
The tribute of a tear : 

And when reflection calls to view 
The hearts that lov*d thee best, 

Then may my name be mingled too, 
In sadness with the rest. ^ 
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ew CASTING, 

The spell is broke— the dream is past. 
And we must part love — ^part at last— 



Oh! how that thought of agony 
Strikes M'4he bent tftiat #6vAi|w^|itee! 

The tear that trembles in thine eye 
Like .dew-drop f^om the ev'nii^g sky, 

* . . ... 

Can yield no hope to memory — 
Ldare not think 'twas shed for me* 



I ask no pledge »to loathe my hMity 
No fond memorial ere we jwrt-^ 
This breast tirat tiches ee mleniAj 
Shall never breathe its griefe to thee! 

But wlven from those lov'd scenes I fly 
To dwell beneath a darker sky. 
Say, wilt thou ever think of me. 

When I 9m distant far from thoj^?— 
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I see the death-flower sweetly rise 

Upon the green earth's grassy bedf 

I feel the night-wind's hollow Dighs 
Steal o'er the xuausioas ot iu j dead* 



•. ■ • 



1 . \i 



That manly form of brightest mould. 
Those eyes that gleam'd with fond desire» 

That form is faded pow and cold. 

And quench'd those orbs of liquid fir^! 

TThe he^ that once beat high witb love. 
That thrill'd with fancy^s secret gloT^, 

The soul that lov'd to soar above, 
Nor mix with those that liv*d below; 

That beart is wither'd, cold, and dea(|» 
Its youthful pulse has ceas'd to bea^ 

That soul to brighter realms has fled> 
Its kindred spurits there to meet ! 



1^0 POEMS. 

The tear that falls from beau^ty^s eyfe 

No more shall dew his faded brow, 

- • • 
The soft vibration of her sigh 

Shall never — never reach him now ! 



How oft at feVe' I've seen him rove 
Beneath the moonshine's silver gleam. 

Lost victim of ungrateful love. 
Thy joys are faded like its beam 1 



And oft I've mark'd the inward sigh 
Burst wildly from his throbbing brieast, ♦ 

The tear of bitter agony 

That strove — ^but would not be repressed. 






When laid upon the bed of death 

I mark'd tlie smile that decked his face. 
And thought some wandering spirit's breath 

w 

Had brought to life each wither'd grace ! 



' «k 




•» >, 



* • 
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Oh! hallow'd be the peaceful tomb 
Wherein his relics are interred, i 

No sounds shall break the dreary gloom, 
No murmurs o'er his grave be heard! 

Yet oft the tear from friendship's eye 
Shall dew the grave-flower o'er his head, 

And still affection's latest sigh 
Be breathed upon his hallow'd bed. 
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Have you not seen the summer day 

Deform'd by unexpected showers? 
Have you not seen the rosy spray 

• • • ■ 

Despbil'd of all its blooming flowers? 
Thus changeful hitherto has been 

My solitary span of years, 
Uiibless'd by "ofte^ uticlouded scene, 

A lonely waste of hofes and fears I 



m 
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'Tia mai the tear m secret shed 

From faded eyrs with sorrow jstreaming) 
^Tis not the sigh for pleasures ded 

While jjdy is in the glances beaming, 

^ * 

# ■ • 

_ *• 

Can paint the breast's convulsive throb. 
Or tell the bosom's secret anguish, 






Tlie silent, deep, soul-rending sob, 

That leaves the sorrow'd heart to languish^ 

When laid within the silent grave, 

The winds of Heav'n around me sighing, 

With nought to cheer the darkness, ^uve 

■ - * . ■ - ■• * * 

The midnigiit breeze in murmurs dying ; 

Oh! then this heart from grief shall rest 

' -■ - ■ * •■ 

And all its p ^ gs and cares b? ovefir . 
Withii^ the cold j^rave'? cheerless breast 

i 

/ 

Shall lie the truea^jj fondest, lover! 







T a 

Wlj7 do I JoYe ^jijf aoft bine eje 
Sinc^ othec^ boasj^ 9f|l Vigl^tj^ 

Ah! Deliaf-«-'ti^ beoansp l.8pj[^ 
In tbjoie, the spurit'i^ light! 



Why do I Idve thy blooming cheek 
When others seem as fair? 

Ah! Delia J — but 'twere vaiA to seek 
The light that lingers there. 

L 

Why do I gaze upon thy form 
Where many rove as light? 

i\h ! Delia,— -thine alone can chaml 
Though myriads bless my sight. 

Why dp i :ix^u$e, and pensive . sigh. 
When all aronnd are gay? 

Ah! Delia, — ^must I tell thee why?-* 
Percliance thou'rt fkr iRway ! 
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When fete hath cut tach tender tie 
That binds my withered heart to life, 

And hush'd is ey'iy turbid sigh 
And des'd at once this scene of strife; -- 

Oh ! let me rest ip yonder bed, 

m '■ ■■ 

Where flowrets evw soft and fair, 
May bloom upon my wearied head 
And fling their sweetness on the air. 

How sweet is hope's delusive ray 

To those who in affliction weep, 

Yet sweeter is the close of day 

' . ■ . 1 - ' 

4 ■ -5 ' ■■ • 

When all their sorrows sink in sleep ! 
If long and sound that slumber be 

That soothes the weary wanderer'^s breast,* • 
Oh ! may that sleep descend on me 
And lull me to eternal rest! . - 



•j..i\; ■ .i. - . . i - . . •- *» 
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Ofl in my lonely wanderings kere 
When musing sad on human pride, 

I've shed th* involuntary tear 

O'er blasted hopes, or joys denied; 

Yet trust me, never did I feel 

A keener throb unnerve my heart, 

Than now when tears unbidden steal. 
To tell me, we must part— must part! 

Oh ! thus it ever yet has been 
In all my happiest hours of joy. 

Some luckless spell would intervene 
And all my treasur'd hopes destroy. 

Ev*n here where fancy wild and free, ^ 
Has dwelt beneath affection's beam. 
Some thought would steal oh memory, 
M 's^'^And tell me — it was but a dream ! 



• tf 



t96' pofiiift 



A dream indeed^-^and soon alo^! 

It fled — nor left a lingering ray, 
Like morning Wains that swiftly pass,' 

Without a ttate ' to maf 1^ tbeff ' way. * " 

Yet cold and dead this heart must be. 
And lost to sweet affections tear. 

When it shall cease to think of thee. 
And all the friends I cherish here. 

Farewell !— ^ild when in distant 'cliitie^ ' 
If chance should' bid toy footsteps rove, ' 

The dream of those remember'd times 
Will lead me to the friends I love! 

And when at length my life is pa«t. 
And all my joy and sorrow's o*er. 

My wounded spirit — free at last, 
Shdl fly to thine — and part no more. 



<, 
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